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CHAPTER I. 



THE 9TIIEET OP THE WATERMELON. 



TN the cit3f of Florence there is a thoroughfare uow bear- 
■'- iog the Dame of the Via Ricasoli, but which was for- 
merly known as the Via del Cocomoro, or the Street of the 
Watermelon. 

The street is narrow, dark, and still mediaeval in char- 
acter, and leads from the Piazza of St. Mark to the Cathe- 
dral. How many mortals have found their brief span of 
existence from birth to death within this line of shadow 
between the two open spaces of public squares ! How Wtal 
the elements of history in the development of the Floren- 
tine commonwealth, which had their theatre of action on 
this spot ! 

On the left hand there is a window ; and through it such 
light aa these pages may hope to offer mnst filter. Truly, 
"the understanding is indeed thy window, — too clear 
thou canst not make it; but phantasy is thy eye, with its 
colour-^ving retina, healthy or diseased." The casement 
is one of many in the wall of a palace. Externally it is 
heavy, yet of a symmetrical form, and protected by an iron 
grating, curving outward at the base in the form known as 
kneeling (^iriffinocchiata), which permits the imnate to 



2 THE LILY OF THE ARNO. 

glance up and down the pavement at ease. Within the 
chamber the embrasure is gained by two mai*ble steps, 
covered with Persian or Turkish rugs, or even rendered 
less cold by a margin of white fur in winter. 

A sheaf of flowers rests on the ledge, and sheds abroad 
the fragrance of the Tuscan spring. These fleurs du vent 
— the iris, so long an emblem of the town, and still to be 
found blooming in moat and crevice of masonry, purple 
anemones, and scarlet tulips — were gathered this morn- 
ing on a slope of Fiesole, amid the fresh green corn and 
sprays of budding vine. 

The mansion is spacious and lofty, with massive cornices 
projecting over the street, and the iron cramps still visible 
on the roof where cloth of traffic was spread to dry by 
thrifty merchants, in a day when the Guild of Wool 
rivalled the trade of Genoa or Lucca, and fairs were held 
in the Piazza of Santo Spirito to display the wares, while 
the worthy burghers, as pious citizens, were expected to 
embellish certain altars of the churches, and enrich the 
shrines of patron saints. Beyond our window is a cresset 
of wrought iron, worthy of having been fashioned by 
Niccol6 Caparra. 

The old house is rich in association with the past, 
although no longer tenanted by the rightful owners. On 
occasion it becomes transfigured with the most superb and 
characteristic illumination, in honor of the Queen's birth- , 
day. The iron rings and sockets of the fac^ade burn the 
wax torches of the Middle Ages, when the town is brilliant 
elsewhere with gas jets, electric disks, and Venetian gar- * 
lands of lamps. Beyond the great draughty gateway and 
damp vestibule, where the little pale girl Agata hovers 
shiveringly near the porter's door, the mouldy court is visi- 
ble, with faded frescos crumbling from the walls, while 
the inscriptions to dead historians and statesmen, above 
the numerous portals, are still decipherable. In the som- 
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\re apartments, pictures, tapestries, and velvet hangingB, 
with the gold thread of the embroideries untarnished, still 
speak of a race oumbcriiig priors, soldiers, and govfaloniere 
of the Republic amoni; tlieir ancestors. In obscure alcoves, 
precious fraKinenta of marble and pietra eerena, once 
shaped by the chisel of Donafcllo and Mino da Fiesole, are 
treasured, as well as busts of exiles, long dead in banish- 
ment like Dante, victims of the existing wrath of the hour, 
Guelph or Ghibelline. Black or White factions. 

Across the way is the shop of the rosy and smiling vege- 
table-vfuman. Her door is stocked with a tempting array 
of red tomatoes, strings of pearly onions, tufts of celery 
ajid radishes, almonds in the green pod, as well as peas 
and beans, to be eaten raw by the initiated. Salads in 
all varieties of the crisp, bitt«r, and curling leaf abound. 
The salad is as indispensable to tiic Florentine as to the 
Greek. 

The vender of wood and charcoal occupies a cavernons 
cellar of our palace wall. Why not ? All must live, and 
each gain his bread in his own way. The carbonaj'o is a 
short stout man of forty years of age, robust and vigorous, 
with a humorous nose turned up at the tip, little, twinkling 
eyes, and a nature as sound as his own olive and chestnut 
logs, which he extols with abundant gesticulation. Dusky 
myrmidons come and go at his bidding, bearing on their 
backs the bag.'i of charcoal sent down from the Apennines 
for that primitive altar dedicated to culinary rites, the 
Florence kitchen. 

The man of charcoal has his grievances, like the rest of 
the world. In his case they assume the shape of modem 
Viennese iron stoves, capable of burning coke and coal, 
Parisian inventions to warm humanity with a petroleum 
lamp. Piedmontese calorifers, with smart brass doors and 
valves, warranted to consume their own smoke, in lieu of 
the cavernous, open chimney that formerly devoured fuel 
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with a giant's appetite, and gave no sign, scarcely deluding 
shivering mortals with a sensation of transient warmth. 

In the matter of private liistory our carbonajo is a 
widower, and whether from the public reprehension which 
would attach to him in the opiniou of his own circle if he 
took a second wife, or because his first experience of mat- 
rimony was unsatisfactory, he expresses scorn and defiance 
of womankind. His sod, a small boy with a frosty nose 
and a wooden expression of countenance, is returned t^ 
him at four o'clock in the afternoon from the public 
school of the quarter, and loiters about the premises, 
receiving awkward, masculine cares, in the matter of shoe- 
tying and collar-adjusting, from his fond parent, is played 
with by the dusky myrmidons at leisure momeuts, and 
petted by the Street of the Watermelon, with the kindness 
80 invariably bestowed on childreu by the Florentines. 

The coal-dealer is rigid in the observance of all holi- 
days. He is ready at any time to close his door, place 
hia felt hat jauntily over his left ear, take his little son by 
the hand, and seek the Ariio bank, if any spectacle, such' 
as dragging the current of the river tor the corpse of a 
suicide, invite his interest. Failing result of such grew- 
Bome dredging, he contents himself with basking in tho 
sun with his back to the parapet, and inspecting the 
feathers on the hats of the ladies, the jewels sparkling in 
their ears, the rich furs, as the file of brilliant equipages 
passes in the drive of the afternoon to the Cascine. 

Who 80 proudly elated as the son of the widower, on 
such occasions? A fig for stay-at-home, coddling mothers 
and sisters, if one can walk abroad with tbe father, making 
shrill, infantile comments on men and things, so patiently 
and indulgently responded to by the daddy (^babbo^ in the 
streets. 

Tbo dealer in old hooka has a musty little shop beyond 
our palace wall. A stray volume of Petrarch or Ariosto, 
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boond in shrunken, yellow parcliment, maj be here discov- 
ered beneatli piles of cheap prints, sheets of music, the red 
guidebooks picked up by tlirifty servants in hotel and yen- 
gion, the faded albums of the school of keepsake poetry, 
embellished by the Coiintess of Blessiugton, scattered by 
the decease of old English ladies vKo had bioiight the 
household gods of provincial homes, the maltogany fur- 
niturc and Wedgwood tea-pots of the auction sales, to 
Italy. 

The dealer is a tall tbin man of stitdious aspect, and a 
uniform, powdery grayness of hue in hair, board, com- 
plexion, and raiment, as if the sun had forgotten to pay 
bim a visit in his dark nouk, where he haudles little 
pictures of saints painted on copper, crumbling leaves of 
woodcuts suggestive of Albert Diirer, and portions of 
dilapidated missals that gleam with gold tracery and softly 
blended colors on illuminated pages, like fragments of raiu- 
bows amid neutral-tinted papers. As a Florentine, does 
the gray and shadowy old man share the usual eccentrici- 
ties of the bibliopole? Has he the excellent memory ne- 
cessary to the true librarian, — a quality to be ranked with 
that of the king, who never forgets the face of a subject 
presented to him, the actor, the barber, the chih porter, 
the cabman ? Is he entitled to a place between Maglia- 
becchi anil the famous old woman. La M6re Mansut of 
the Latin quarter of Paris ? The former regretted that he 
did not own a copy of the " Cosmogony" of the historian 
Zouaras, and once mentioned incidentally that the work 
in question, bound in white vellum, with red edges, was in 
the library of the Grand Signior at Constantinople, in the 
left-hand corner of the third shelf from the ceiling, in the 
southern ktosqnc, facing the Golden Horn, in the palace 
of the old seraglio. The latter, shrewd and lineal de^ 
Bccndant of generations of second-hand booksellers, could 
mmmage out from some dark recess of her humble abode 
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an almost forgotten specimen of antique lore at a moment's 
notice. 

Opposite, there is a taciturn antiquarian, whose shop- 
wuidow affords only transient and oblique glimpses of ivory 
carvings, enamelled tea-spoons, amber, Venetian lamps, 
tapestry, and majolica, so often is it closed. A mysteri- 
ous and silent, if not saturnine, person is the antiquarian, 
with many business interests in other portions of the town. 
He would have been accepted as an astrologer or a necro- 
mancer in an earlier century. 

There is an element of poetical as well as historical 
suggestiveness in the names of by-ways of Italian cities. 
We seek them rather than the modern Corso Vittorio 
Emanuele, Piazza d'Azeglio, and Indipendenza, or Via Ca- 
vour, Marglierita, and Umberto, of our day. In Florence 
a group of such relics resists the spirit of modern 
innovation. 

One may traverse streets of the Lily, the Sun-Dial, the 
Almond, the Guilds of Silk, and the Furriers, as well as 
the Via Maggio (Street of May), and the Borgo Allegro, 
where Cimabue painted his famous Madonna for the chapel 
of Santa Maria Novella. The Street of the Lamb still 
skirts the Muratc, now the city prison, and once the con- 
vent of noble ladies, erected at the extreme limit of town 
wall, where Catherine de' Medici was educated. The young 
men still linger at the corner of the Oranges, where the 
singers of the populace have met on fine evenings and im- 
provised melodies to the accompaniment of guitars for 
generations. The Street of the Geese invites the pedes- 
trian, as here the ancient bakery of the Campanile of 
Giotto makes the delicate ring of cake, the ciambellcy eaten 
in the day of Michelangelo. 

(Why is the honest, fatted goose of Michaelmas and 
Christmas, dear to the household of England, France, and 
Germany, scorned by the Florence market, where the bird 
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does not venture to make au appearance, uiiless in the 
^ise of pdti-de-foie-gras f Delicacy of appetite in a peo- 
ple of farinaceous diet cannot explain the absence of the 
goose, since the Florentine is fond of porlt, stewed in a 
saucepan witb vegetables, or eaten raw after Eucb primitive 
domestic curing as sprinkliug with salt and hanging up in 
a cellar. A paternal municipality must needs restrain, by 
law, this penehant for raw pig, by forbidding the sale before 
October withiu the city gates. The melancholy fact re- 
mains that the goose does not haunt the Arno shore as it 
does the banks of the Loire, the Mourthc, the Seine Inf^- 
rieure, or the stubble fields of Arezzo, while the Capitoline 
sentinel must linger, if only in tradition, on the Itoman 
Campagna.) 

Wliat memories the names of the ancient by-ways awaken 
of rich pageants, the pump of religious processions, fierce 
conflicts of opposing political factions, and bigh garden 
walls, sheltering jiomegrauate ti-ees, parterres of roses and 
violets, with a pink cloud of blossoming shrulibery occa- 
sionally visible above the boundary of parapet! 

Our Street of the Watermelon recalls the tender twilight 
of summer nights merging from August to September. 
Groups of the people, happy, tranquil, and indolent, are 
then seated on the stone bench Hanking a palace, eating 
slices of the luscious fruit, or gathered about the little 
stands of the venders in the square of the Baptistery and 
along the Via Oalzajuoli. How the strings of tinted lan- 
terns sway above the piles of huge green balls, while flam- 
ing torches shed (itful gleams on the bronze doors of Ghi- 
berti, the campanile, and the Duomo opposite, and even 
the statues lu the niches of Or San Michcle ! The flick- 
ering ray of torch and Chinese lantern, the deep shadow 
of a sculptured archway, and the crowd ebbing and flowing, 
with laughter, gossip, and song, devouring the plebeian 
timit, — such is the picture of the summer night. 
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Wliy Stroet of tlie Watermelon? Did the melon first 
reach the thirsty lips of the populace by this gate, promi»' 
ing delicious coolness of crimson pulp within firm emerald 
rind? Some mediiBval urchin may have sighed in an 
ecstasy of satiety, '^Let the lane henceforth be known Ui 
the Via del Cocomero." 

Whence came the fruit ? Did a Persian, pining for 
tho autumn food of tho population of Iran, as for the 
peaches of Ispahan, or tho pears of Nathenz, ripen Tuscan 
melons in wistful remembrance of the hoard of the Kum 
bazaar ? 

Inseparably associated with this phase of street cfaris- 
tcningj the emblems of certain families evince a grain of 
sly humor. The border of garlic around the escutcheon 
of the Agli ; a cluster of shalots for the Scalogni ; fig- 
Icavea delicately sculptured on the mansion of Messer 
Foglia, in tho Old Market; or the Lliree poppies on the 
shield of the Salimbeni, in the Via Porta Rossa, with 
the warning attached to the somnolent flowers, " Sleep 
not " (Per non dormire), — may have possessed equal 
value with the lions rampant on gold and silver ground, 
and the mailed arm grasping a battle-axe of haughty 
neighbors. 

What may have been the coat-of-arms of the Baronci, 
who dwelt in tlie shadow of the Puorao, in Boccaccio'B 
tale of the "Jest of Michael Scalza" ? We are told that 
this sprightly young gentleman laid a wager of a supper 
for six persons on the assertion of the Baronci being 
not only the most ancient family in Florence, but in the 
whole world. The race in question had clearly been 
fashioned when Nature was in her infancy, and resembled 
the drawinps of children. One had too broad a conn- 
tonanco, another a narrow face, a third a hooked chin, a 
fourth a nose an ell long, a fifth squinting eyes. Conse- 
quently the Baronci were the oldest, and therefore the 
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moat noble citizens. Satire triumphed, and Michael Scolza 
won Lis wager. 

Tbe emblem of Florence should have been the domestic 
cat, instead of the lion. Whence came the first cat, 
entering into tranquil aud assured possession of the Flor- 
entine heart and hearthHtonc, with a majestic, feline calm- 
ness of deportment ? At what date did Grimalkin appear 
in the page of history, — deft, sleek, quiet, with mysterious 
green eyes shining in the obscurity, or, yielding to sudden 
fierceness of tooth and claw, render urgent a visit to the 
hospital for 8]iecdy cauterization of woimds on the part of 
scared youth or teasing urchiu ? 

Poor old women hug their fui'ry pets in their arms, sus- 
picious of the readiness of wretches — former denizens of 
the quarter of the Old Market, and now banished to the 
Sail Frediano quarter across the river — to pop Pussy into 
the soup-pot of famine. Gentle old men talk in coaxing 
accents to the brindled friend of the court and kitchen, 
receiving responsive caresses of arched back, rubbed affec- 
tionately against a rheumatic knee. 

Note tbe mantle of good fortune that protects the cat 
among a people cruel to animals. To maltreat Puss will 
Burely bring speedy misfortune on a brutal man ; while to 
find a dead animal in a newly occupied abode is the worst 
of omens. 

For tlie one American woman mentioned by an English 
autiior as deriving fresh courage in exile from contempla- 
tion of Albertinelli's beautiful picture of the Salutation in 
the Uflizi Gallery, many a weary tourist, bored with guide- 
books, and harassed in mind by dates, has brightened to 
a sentiment of pleasure at eight of Ptiss-in-Boota. The 
Florence cat has purred a welcome more or less airy, yet 
needing no interpreter of tongues to assure the dejected 
stranger that the world is small and the human family 
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The Street of the WatermeloD is & cat paradise, like the 
other thoroughfares of the city. 

The cat of the antiquariau, large, plump, and with a 
lustrous, tawny coat of rich fur, st«pB daiutily over the 
laces and bro<fadea of the shop-window, to seat Iiimself iu 
a superb Chinese puDch-bowl, where he blinks and dozes 
in the sun, with half-closed eyes, like a miniature tiger of 
a zoological garden. 

The companion of the dealer in old books, lean, wiry, 
and gray, resembles tlie familiar spirit of a wizard, and 
hunts mice in dark nooks, as if versed in secrets of Black 
Art. 

The tabby of the rosy vegetable-woman is short, stumpy, 
and plebeian in type, with white paws like mittens, and a 
shirt-front ; while a sinister demon, witli yellow eyes, lurka 
in the cellar of the coal-merchant. 

The little Agata, the porter's daughter, has a cat, whether 
she wishes it or not, for a portly, black animal has walked 
into the vestibule and taken cool possession of the prem- 
ises, in marked contrast to canine deprecation of hostility 
under similar circumstances. 

" It will not go away," Agata explains, regarding the 
intruder without enthusiasm. " I try to drive it off with a 
stick, but it seems to take a beating as a joke." 

" A black cat brings luck, Agata." 

"Yes," assents the girl, smilingly. 

There is a cat that knows its own mind in choosing a 
home. Of course the gentle Agata will feed and shelter 
the outcast thrust upon her benevolence. 

Each of these animals has a fashion of pausing on the 
threshold at times, and gazing up and down the street, as 
if inspecting the pedestrians, precisely as do their masters 
in a moment of leisure. Now an odd creature approaches, 
and pauses to feed the cats with a dainty morsel taken from 
a capacious pocket. She is the English woman so familiar 
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to Florence, and more mad than foreatieri are usually sup- 
posed to bo. Tlie cats are her solo care. Poveretta I 
Some affair of the heart turned her brain in early maiden- 
hood. Let her have her own way iu peace. It ia all the 
same to cat and citizen. The insane wunian has a round, 
wliite, and vacant face, curiously resembling the physiog- 
nomy of Maggy in " Little Dorrit." She wears a faded 
gown of a bygone fashion, a hoop-skirt, a flowered shawl, 
and a large poke bonnet of yellow straw, with the ribbons 
of white watered silk floating over her shoulders. She 
might have emerged from a woodcut of Cruikshank, in a 
city where eccentric waifs of all nationalities abound. The 
cata receive their gifts capriciously. The vegetable-woman 
smiles compassionately. Surely it is an indication of re- 
markable refinement in a people, that no one mocks at nor 
molests her footsteps with an attendant, jeering rabble of 
boys, as might so readily happen in the large capitals of 
the world. Here is a limit to the street Arab's witticisms, 
who sang beneath the windows of the archiepiscopal palace, 
when Pope Martin V. was lodged there in an hour of mis- 
fortune, that he was not worth a penny, thereby laying up 
a future grudge of aETrontcd dignity for the Flower City in 
the mind of the pontiff. 

Tlie English woman rambles on, with the purposeless 
movements of an unsettled mind. Doubtless she will find 
her way to that palace courtyard of the Lung' Arno Nuovo, 
which is a startling feline nightmare, where heads peer 
out of the shrubbery in every stage of cathood. Nor will 
she return home without pausing at the cloister of the 
Church of San Lorenzo, where homeless animals receive 
municipal bounty on occasion, possibly in imitation of the 
hospital onee existing near the Gate of Victory at Cairo. 

The Street of the Watermelon is silent. The sound of 
passing vehicles, (he strident clamor of the lace and shoe 
pcdicr, the plaintive, minor note of the knife-gnnder, pierce 
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the stillncsB only to die away to quiet once more. " He 
who is contented enjoys life," Bays the proverb, reputed to 
be 80 venerable that it has grown a white beard. 

Reader, come and dwell in the Stieet of the Water- 
melon ! 

Are you wearied of warring elements in the terrific veloc- 
ity of movement of the nineteenth century, or merely " half 
sick of shadows," like the Lady of Shalott? Contentment, 
the old man with the white beard, reigns here. 

Do you possess those Greek qualities of character Btrll 
possible in our day, and discover a charm in water flowing 
from the rock, the movements of a lizard, the music of a 
cricket in a garden ? Then note the yellow roses crowning 
the chrome-tinted convent wall of the Via Colonna in May 
sunshine, the Franciscan monk pausing on the step of 
Giotto's Campanile in the light of morning, the noonday 
radiance resting on the head of the Perseus of the Loggia 
de' Lanzi. Better still, does your soul respond to the very 
soul of these stones which are so eloquent of lives long 
vanished, whose memory lingers in our street, imparting to 
the tranquil nook a germ of immortality ? If you come, 
" do not leave the sky out of your landscape " to brood over 
the gutter incidonts of the town, and poison your mind with 
the sewer emanations of the daily tide, always possible here 
as elsewhere. In " Pilgrim's Progress " the angel patiently 
proffers the crown to the man who anxiously wields his 
muck rake to gather his harvest of straws. 

If a traveller hastening on elsewhere, at least pasa rever- 
ently, in remembrance that while Florence was " his beauti- 
ful sheepfold" to the benign Saint Zenobius, and to Dante 
the famous daughter of Rome, Savonarola, dccjily imbued 
with poetical and monastic mysticism, pronounced the fair 
city the New Jerusalem, and the shrine of devout pilgrim- 
age for the remote corners of the earth, covered by the 
odor of her lilies, as the bride of Jesus Clu'ist. 



Cellini's Statue of I'erseu^ in the h^ggicf dei Lan;l 
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The setting sun floods tower, roof, and streets with a 
sudden fiery radiance of light. Gradually the glow fades 
from the heavens, and the pure, chrysoprase tints of the 
Italian twilight succeed. Then the Duomo bell rings out 
on the air, deep, rich, and sonorous in tone, lapsing slowly 
to silence once more. Florence rests in the shadow of her 
past, as does the stranger within her gates. 
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A FLORENCE WINDOW. 



" ^^7E live in two worlds, — a world of thought and 

^^ a world of sight." 

The street is full of memories. At the corner yonder is 
the famous Tabernacle of the Five Lamps. The Academy 
of Fine Arts, formerly the Hospital of San Matteo, flanks 
the Piazza of St. Mark. Michelangelo's David, fashioned 
out of the block of marble left over from the Duomo, 
stands in the rotunda, forever displaced from significant 
guardianship of the gates of the Palazzo Vecchio, as the 
majestic sentinel of centuries. Will the dark and silent 
halls of the Academy, filled with grave Madonnas of Cim- 
abue, richly draped saints by Botticelli, mystical Apostles 
and Mngdalenes of Perugino, and whole garlands of Fra 
Angelico's angels, blooming in cold and sombre inner 
rooms, ever cease to be haunted by enthusiastic youth of 
other lands, intent on carrying away some of its treasures 
in copies ? 

The halo of a more or less mythical interest rests on 
Verrocchio's severe Christ and Baptist, with the charming 
celestial form on the left, attributed to his pupil, Leonardo 
da Vinci. Did Verrocchio cast aside his brush forever, 
after contemplating the softness and grace of the attendant 
angel executed by Leonardo, aware of the youth's genius, 
and subsequently adhere to the chisel ? 

Scholars of all nationalities flock to this school of 
design, having for escutclieon three garlands of oak, olive, 
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and laurel, with tho motto : Ltvan di terra al cielo il nottro 
inuletto. 

Dotiatcllo once dwelt in the Street of tho Watermelon 
opposite tho BUppreeaed convent of San Niccol6. 

Fartiicr on is the Niccolini Theatre, where d,.T>utanieg 
from RdBsiu, England, and America occasionally sing in 
opera, while at otlicr times drama, comedy, and the magi- 
cians of legerdemain bold a stage first organized by a 
company of young men in the seventeenth century, after 
the eiijipression of their club in the Uflizi, Tlioae ardent 
amateurs, adopting as their emblem a bombshell about to 
burst, and the name of the Academy of the Infoneatt, gave 
representations before their patron, Don Lorenzo, son of 
Ferdinand 1., as modern society finds diversion in posing 
on tbe hoards of miniature private theatres, or beneath tho 
velvet curtains of drawing-rooms, to recite some piquant 
French comedctta. 

After the death of Don Lorenzo the house in the Via del 
Cocomero was taken, and became in course of time the 
Kiccolini Theatre, in honor of the modern poet, wlicn tlie 
FoBcarini had been here reprcaontcd. 

Tbe threads are manifold in tho twisted cable of street. 
That line of massive palaces opposite reminds one of Mr. 
Ruskin's words r " Yun may read the character of men, as 
of nations, in their art, as in a mirror. A man may hide 
from you liimself, or misrepresent in every other way ; 
bat he cannot in his work ; there, bo sure you have him to 
tho inmost. If tho work is a cobweb, you know it voa 
made by a spider ; if a honeycomb, by a bee ; a wurm-cast 
is thrown by a worm, and a nest wreathed by a bird." 

Tbe Uicasoli property dominates tltc roofs, as tlic name 
does the street, furnishing a thread of interest in Florentine 
history, if the student is inclined to follow genealogical 
root and branch of an ancient race. 

Pious ladies Ricasoli there were long ago, who endowed 
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moDastcries with their inherited wealth, and retired to 
nuDueriea themselvea on occasion, thus emulating the 
religious zeal of the Countesa Mathilda of Tuscany. 

Doughty kuighta Kicasoli there have been ; with mer- 
chants dealing in wool, and settling in the town ; pages of 
the Medici retinue ; one lad instructed in mathematics and 
philosophy by such a tutor as Galileo ; cavaliers of the 
order of Saint Stephen ; archbishops and priests of the new 
company of the Jesuits; and thence, through the Bourbon, 
grand-ducal reigns, to the patriot of our day decorated by 
the King of United Italy, Victor Emanuel, with the collar 
of the Annunziata. 

A noble name, deserving to reign over our Street of the 
Watermelon, the Ricasoli possess no charm equal to the 
suggestiveness of that narrow window of the CanCina, 
where the wicker flasks of oil and wine, those graceful 
bubbles of Tuscan industry, may be doled out to the grate- 
ful citizen by the steward. 

The flasks are the harvest of country estates in the 
Chianti region, and the castle villa of Brolio, now noted 
for its vintage rather than for being the most strongly 
fortified mansion in Tuscany, prepared to defy French and 
Spanish armies, or the hosts of rival Siena and Lucca iu 
the Middle Ages. 

Francesco Redi, physician educated at Pisa, who sang 
his celebrated dithyrambics to Bacchus, might have extolled 
the grapes of the Brolio vineyards as well as bestowed 
the praise, " Montepulciano is the king of wines." 

Quaint and musty volume, Redi's " Bacco in Toscana," 
having as frontispiece the portrait of the author, wearing a 
magnificent curled wig such as no modern author can 
boast! We smile, as future generations will marvel at 
our conceits, in reading the notes explanatory of the use 
of a new beverage in England known as tea, with mention 
of another Quid called cider, and still another inaovadou 
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on the continent, coffee, obtained from the Arabs, — decoc- 
tions doubtlesB injurious in compariaoa with t]ie generous 
Italian wines. 

Patriarclial phases linger in the Flower City, amid 
change and innovation. Is an " infernal ball " thrown 
from a window of the Via Nazionale on the jjoiiulace cele- 
brating the escape of King Humbert from assassination 
at Naples? — a cry for the Misericordia rises above the 
pealing of the trumpets, as it has clamored, in disaster, 
fur six hundred years. Does the father and bread-winner 
of the family sicken of fever in the autumn, imbibed from 
the mouldy well of the court adjacent to his cobbler's 
stall ; or tlie son, an apprentice to the trade of mosaic- 
vurker, whose nigbta are devoted to strolling about the 
streets, twanging guitar and mandolin, in company with 
other youth, and slender, sallow daughter, clad in flimsy 
gown for the Smiday walk along tlie Aruo banit to the 
Cascine in the piercing tramontatia wind, suffer a lung 
congestion, — the frcqueut rtial di jietto ? — there is the 
honpital ready to receive them, founded by worthy Folco 
Portinari, fatJier of Dante's Beatrice, at the suggestion of 
"is servant, Monna Tessa, whose presence in ward and 
Cloister eeems to still smile benevolently on each new- 
<'«n>er to her precincts. 

Certain old palaces sell the oil and wine of their farms 
•^ citizens through the little wicket. The world changes ; 
">e landmarks of tradition disappear ; and the folk-lore of 
^he peasantry is dying away to silence iu all countries, 
*Ven aa botanists state that flowers become extinct before 
^■"igrant plants brought liy man. 

^Vhere, save in Florence, does the steward vend the oil 
*id wine through the wicket of the palace wall; the pop- 
ulace still call for aid from the Misericordia, in public 
'^lamity. the band of black-robed brothers traversing the 
t*>wn with bier or htter ; Santa Maria Nuova receive the 
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latest patient, not into the commonplace municipal hospital 
of other localities, but within the portal of good Monna 
Tessa? We may muse at leisure on the growth of the 
town, in the open window, from the camp of the Boman 
general in the field of flowers, and the Fiesolan weekly 
market, held in the space around the Temple of Mara, now 
the Baptistery, to the splendors which astonished Ariosto, 
who exclaimed, — 

" While gazing on thy villa-studded hillt, 
'T would eeem ae though the earth grew polacea, 
Ab she is wont by nature to bring forth 
YouDg shoots, and leafy plauta, and Howciy shrulw." 

To formulate even a transient, mental comparison of ibe 
features of social development may resemble the foun< 
dations and successive stages of Giotto's Tower. 

There was an age of leather, the time of simplicity and 
sobriety lamented by Dante, when the citizens were reli- 
able and virtuous. Dwellings and manners were rude. 
The household furniture consisted of the bride's chest and 
a few stools ; the ornaments of the walls were trophies and 
weapons, wherewith to arm the retinue of serfs and de- 
pendants. One largo fire prepared the frugal meals, and 
the family gathered near the chimney on wlntcf evenings 
in baronial fashion. Husband and wife ate from the same 
trencher, while the servants held torches, candles of wax 
or tallow being unknown. Wine was used sparingly, and 
not in summer. Men wore leather cloaks, or woollen gar- 
ments without fur, and women simple raiment. Maidens, 
married on slender dowries, and were contented with a 
tunic at heme, or a cassock and linen robe abroad. The 
narrow casements were protected from cold by wooden 
shutters, and a screen shielded the inmates from the heat. 
The pride of the father was in his horses and arms, and 
the strength of the lofty tower built at an angle of the 
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msnsion, entered by a steep stairway, with loophole in the 
masonry, balcony, scaffolding, and parapet ready to bristle 
with lances, boar-Hpears, and cross-bows in defence. A 
store of corn seemed riches. Good old times, praised by 
Cacciaguida : — 

" I «aw Bellincion Bcrli walk abroad 
Id leather girdle, ami a cla^p at bone, 
And, with no artifitial coloring on her cheekl, 
Ilis ladj lesvB the glass. The tons I «aw 
Of Nerli and of Vethio, well content 
Wilb unrobed jerkin, and their good dames bDndUng 
The spindle and the llax." 



An age of wool succeeded, with dealings in Pyrenean 
fleeces, and the skilful redressing of cloths of France and 
England. Grave magistrates banqueted on boiled par- 
tridge, tripe, and a plate of sardines. Wool-dressing and 
banking led to brocade in time. 

Saint Damien had already found occasion to reprove the 
clergy for luxury. The priesthood were accused of scent- 
ing the holy water with Indian perfumes, of decking their 
chambers with curious hangings, and covering the choir- 
stall a of churches with tapestries. Royal purple was 
scorned, as a single color, coverlets being dyed like the 
rainlww ; while honest sheep and lambs were rejected in 
favor of the furs of foreign lands, — ermine, sables, marten, 
and fox. 

Florence was a free city, with all offices open to each 
citizen. The germ of strict probity, according to the stat- 
utes, bore fruit in the rapid development of the relations 
of the botteghe, and the /oddaro, ttiirty thousand workmen 
at set wages having been employed by such proprietors as 
the Capponi, the RidoIH, Pucci, and Corsini. The Arno 
capital had agents at Paris, as had the Genoese at Niinea, 
irliile the fairs held at Beaucaire, Forcalquier, and Troyea 
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were of great importance in the extension of thia branch 
of industry. 

The portrait ot Michele di Lando, wool-comber and 
patriot, waa exhibited in public each year, at the A83um|>- 
tion of the Virgin. The Guild-hall of the Arte della 
Laua, in the Canonica of Or San Miclielc, had for arms a 
lamb, with a flag and a comb, and tjje Lily above in a 
blue field. The device of the Calimala, venders of French 
cloth, was a gold eagle standing on a bale of wool, in a 
red field. Rivalling Pisa, Genoa, Siena, and Lucca in man- 
ufactures, Florence is said to have resembled the Dutch 
at that period. 

If IJellincion Berti be accepted as the type of the leather 
period, Agnolo Pandolfini embodies the virtues of the wool 
era, the excellent burgher author of the well-known treatise 
on the government of the family, and hospitable master of 
the villa at Signa, where Pope Eugeniua IV. was entertained, 
Pandolfini's maxim was, "We own in this world only 
our souls, our bodies, and our time." 

Then ensued tlie full flowering of the ago of silk. 
The art of silk weaving, known to the Greeks befoi'e the 
twelfth century, had been introduced into Spain by the 
Arabs, and flourished at Almcria and Lisbon, whence it 
spread to Genoa and Lucca. Count Roger IL, of Sicily, 
plundered Corfu, Corinth, Thebes, Cephalonia, and Athens, 
and brought away silk workers among the slaves settled in 
the royal palace at Palermo. 

Charles of Anjou, accompanied by his Provencal knights 
in plumed helmets and gold collars, conquering Naples in 
1266, is held responsible for the setting of evil fashions to 
other cities. Linen and wool were speedily replaced by 
velvet, taffetas, crimson silk lined with miniver, and neck- 
laces of emeralds and diamonds. 

Sacchetti found the dresses of the Florentine dames too 
low, or rising to an absurd height above the ears. Yoai 
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girls were bold, and wore little hoods fringed with gold 
and pearls. Young men sported loug hair, and clothing 
which resembled stockings for tightness. 

These strictures of the mediteval chronicler on the follies 
of the day furnish an echo to the strain of Lucian of Sa- 
mosata, and a prelude to the caetigations of modern satir- 
ists. In vain serious rulers rebuked the ladies for their 
coronets, rich tresses, and stufFa, even limiting to twelve 
the clasps of their waist-belts. Emulation of other cap- 
itals, noted for luxury, held full sway. How about the 
baronial trencher and later frugal fare now ? Capons, pea- 
cooks, and platters of meat, garnished with almond.s and 
spices, tempted to gluttony in feasting. In Lent, roasted 
pike, served with mustard, salted eels, figs, and sweets, 
Solaced the penitent, temptingly arrayed with fine linen, 
silver plate, Venetian glass, and the most beautiful speeiraens 
of goldsmith's work in niello and enamelled vessels. Furni- 
ture obtained in trade with Flanders, Spain, and France 
adorned the mansions, together with the statues of con- 
temporary Italian sculptors, and the wood-work of the Del 
Taeso in heavily beamed ceiling and wainscot. The Arte 
delia Seta in the Via For Snnta Maria bad for arms a red 
door, closed, on a white ground. 

The candle was burned right merrily at both ends ! 
Bow gorgeous was the crimson brocade woven by Floren- 
tine looms at a date when the youth invited the damsels 
to the May dances, held in loffgia and open square, wearing 
the garlands of Ghirlandajo on their heads, and changing 
their raiment between the dances. The fame of these 
tissues spread farther than the Via de' Velluti. Barbara 
Ton Cilly, wife of the Emperor Sigismund, once sent her 
people with two hundred florins and three bars of gold, 
wherewith to purchase the stuff. 

Banking enterprises, a now system of hills of exchange, 
loans to the Pope and foreign sovereigns, and a money- 
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changer's co-operation, with such coat-of-arms as gold 
coins placed side by side on a red ground, resulted in usury, 
with attendant deceit and fraud. Impoverished families 
may still derive sad satisfaction from the bankruptcy of 
ancestors in the failure of Edward III. of England to repay 
his loans. 

Filippo Strozzi is the best representative of the splendor, 
effeminacy, and vice of the silken time, which has endured 
in the degeneracy of our own day. The fleece of wool and 
the tiny cocoon of silk were the elements of which the web 
of Florentine history was largely woven. 

The artists made of Florence the flower which, " when 
fully blown, instead of withering on the stalk, turned to 
stone." The life of the artists is the fountain, pure and 
sparkling, of wit, folly, and wisdom, of which each genera- 
tion drinks with fresh interest and amusement. 

We behold the great men whose works are familiar to 
us in other lands, as forming a part of such different 
surroundings in museums, public galleries, and the cher- 
ished collections of engravings of the home circle, here 
indulging in the pranks of the Bottcga, and the repartee 
of public pleasantries. Humorous Giotto, with his heart of 
the peasant and his soul of the artist, draws the circle 
with one sweep of the brush, charged with red paint. 
Simple-minded Donatello suspends his money in a basket 
from the ceiling, for the convenience of his friends, and 
supported by the Medici, is followed to the tomb by all the 
town. 

We behold them in the young comrades, Ghiberti and 
Donatello, visiting Rome, and searching the ruins for clas- 
sical antiquities, when the Romans suspected them of 
delving for hidden wealth. 

More noble still is the contemplation of the climbing 
of men by " their dead selves to better things " and 
higher effort. 
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Benedetto da Majano, wood-carver, unpacking hia richly 
inliiid coffers in the presence of King Matthias Corvinua of 
Hungary, found them dropping in pieces from the offecU 
of se&-danip on the voyage, and turned to the use of mar- 
ble, as a more durable material, and gained a higher rank 
of excellence as a sculptor. 

Beuvenuto Cellini, the magician, at work on chalices, 
enamelled rases, and jewelled coiH^buttons, when praised 
for the cap medal he was executing, by Michelangelo, was 
touched with a uoblo discontent of gem-setling and the ex- 
quisite saltrCcUars and wrought caskets of his fancy, and 
may have lirst dreamed of the Perseus at the moment. 

The artists solved problems of linear perspective, learned 
to fix rectangular planes in [icrfect order, and to set figures 
in proportion and advantageous situation. They studied 
anatomy in the cemeteries, contemplating the muscles and 
lines of the human form as Luca ■'^ig^oreUi copied the 
corpse of his son. They ap[ilied geometrical laws to com- 
position, projected shadows, and learned the comparative 
values of light and shade with the aid of art,ilicial illu- 
mination in dark spaces, while precision of drawing and 
delicacy of touch resutted from early apprenticeship to the 
goldsmilh, an the Bfatnesuno pose and Bysl«m of moulding 
dra[)vries from application to sculpture in bronze. Color 
passed through the crucible of trial of many lives before 
ftttaining perfection with Leonardo da Vinci, ^hole fami- 
lies roM to fame, and all longed to embellish the mother 
city, Rome. How i-cal their presence in this quarter of an 
ancient town \ 

Giotto, going to San Galto one day, paused in the Street 
of tlie Watermelon to tell a story to a friend, when a pig, 
ranning away, knocked him down. The Raphael of early 
art rose, and instead of abusing the animal sacred to 
8aint Anthony, declared that the pig was right, for he 
had ilrcwl/ made fomo and fortune from the bristles of 
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a race to which he had never given as much as a ci 
of broth. 

Coaimo Rosselli was bom here. Did Cimabue live 
our narrow way, with his pupil Giotto? Did Donatello'' 
actually die in the Via Cocomero? Was it in yonder' 
house, where the live lamps still swing in the Taijeniacle»- 
that roguish Buffalmacco frightened Andrea Tali into cov' 
eriug hie head with the sheet instead of rising too early, 
on winter mornings, by means of the beetles, carrying 
lighted tapers on their backs, trotting across the floor in 
guise of evil spirits ? 

Buffalmacco was praised by Vasari as a good colorii 
yet he remains better known to posterity for the executi<wj 
of the order of the haughty Ghibclliiie bishop, Guido 
Arezzo, by depicting the Lion of Florence devouring the 
Imperial Eagle, instead of the reverse, rather than as 
decorating the Badia of Settimo, or the Ognissanti. The 
memory of his giving to the impatient people of Perugia 
their patron saint, Ercolano, crowned with a diadem of 
fishes, or of his dressing n figure to place before the fres- 
cos in the convent of the nuns of Fuenza, while idle else- 
where, as well as persuading the sisters that sacrament 
wine was necessary in the mixing of his colors, lingei 
after his works atCortona, Florence, and Arezzo have 
faded and vanished, 

The modern Florentine artists perpetuate the spirit of 
hoax and jest in their club, — the "Circolo Artistico" of a 
neighboring street. Possibly the burlette have lost boi 
element of genuine fun in a more artificial age of gas 
electric light. 

The summoning of a fire brigade on April Pool's Day, 
with real, practicable flames visible issuing from the clal 
windows, loses in comparison with simple Calendrino 
drawing near to listen to the discourse of waggish Buffal- 
macco with Maso del Saggio in the Baptistery, while 
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examining a new tabernacle above an altar. The gigantic 
paper fish of April first, bung from the casement, has none 
ol tbe richneaa of detail of that earlier scene. Maso 
gravely described tbe locality whence came the precious 
stones Qsed in tbe tabernacle as Berlinzone, a city of 
tbe Baachi, where tJie inhabitants tied the vines with 
sausages, and a goose might be bought for a penny, with a 
gosling into the bargain, while the mountains were made 
of grated Parmesan cheese, and the river flowed with pure 
Malmaley wine. The people did nothing but eat maca- 
roons. Poor Calendrino, eagerly attentive, would fain seek 
the laud of macaroona, being only deferred by the thou- 
sands of leagues of distance, Berlinzone proving to be far- 
ther off than tbe Abruzzi. These precious stones, too! 
Ah, truly ! One sort was made into mill-stones, whole 
mountains of emeralds existing, larger than Monte Morello. 
Then tbe caaual hint was dropped that the other stone, the 
heliotrope of the lapidary, renders invisible the possessor, 
aud was plentiful on the plains of the Mugnone. Calen- 
drino scoured the country and filled bis house with worth- 
less, black stones, until he was asked if be intended to 
build, and became the mockery of bis friends. 

Cuiuparison with tbe past tends to dwarf modern talent. 
Thus, the most skilful culinary effort in ball-room suppers, 
served by the Caf4 Doney and Giacosa, cannot equal in 
flavor the banquets of the Society of tbe Cauldron, given 
in the habitation of the eccentric sculptor Rustici, on the 
Viazza Annunziata, where, embittered by failure in art, he 
kept strange pets, — a hedgehog, a raven, and snakes. 

Twelve artists, musicians, and goldsmiths brought four 
l^ieets each and provided an original dish for the supper 
table, which was placed in a huge cauldron, with tbe handle 
serving for cliandclier. Sculptors moulded pastry into 
classical shapes, and architects built temples of jellies and 
cakes. The goldsmith Rolietta fashioned au auvil and 
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accoutrements ont of a calf's lioad, while a painter troal 
roasted pig as a scullery maid spinning. 

Andrea del Sarto brought hither his celebrated design 
of the Baptistery, which lias descended to us entire hy 
means of many chroniclers. 

Do we not still partake of that octagonal temple, with 
sausage columns, cornices of sugar, bases and capitals of 
the indispensable Parmesan cheese, with mosaic pavement 
of gelatine, and tribune formed of a cake of marchpane ¥ 
Do not the roasted thrushes of choristers, clad in pork, 
gathered around the reading-desk of cold veal, holding Uie 
cboir-book, with pepper-corn notes, open wide their beaks 
for oiu- delectation, guided by ortolans, and the two pigeon 
canons, in mantles of red beetroot ? 

These men kept brain and eye unclouded for the most 
part amid the petty brawls of party strife, and even the 
great disasters of their age. The sublime summit of artis- 
tic abstraction was attained when Perugino and Raphael 
worked in the studio, immortalizing the beautiful and 
wicked Baglioni as the archangels of their pictures, while 
the streets of Perugia ran with blood. 

What glimpses of character are afforded by the letters 
and documents still extant ! How vivid the anger of fussy, 
indignant brother David that Domenico Ghirlandajo should 
be expeetcd to subsist on water soup and hard cakes by the 
monks of Vallombrosa, while working tor them, which led 
the irate kinsman to emphasize his displeasure by breaking 
the tureens on the head of the attendant friar ! How fresh 
the fun of Mariotto Albertinelli and his pupils, stealing the 
food of the devout monks from the sliding panels of the 
cloister cells of the Certom, and the confusion and mutual 
recriminations of the brethren in consequence, — each 
recluse accusing his neighbor of unwarrantable gluttony! 
Uccelli, the man of much study and small fruit, who labored 
at night to perfect perspective, Bed from the service of the 
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monks of San Miniato because fed too exclusively on 
cheese. Giovanni Kanti, the father of Raphael, in bia 
dedicatory epistle to Guidabaldo da Montefeltro, stated 
that having tried various ways of getting a livelihood, he 
gave himself at last to the wonderful art of painting, of 
which he did not disdain to be called a follower. 

The amiable attitude of the Medici to all artists, from 
the elder Cosimo to his most effeminate descendant, and 
their easy intercourac with gifted subjects, afforded a fine 
quality in consummate ambition. They langhed together 
over the backalidings of Fra Filippo Lippi, who exclaimed 
penitently, possibly alter the abduction of Spinetta Buti, 
'* Jf there is a wretched monk in Florence, it is 1 ! " 

Benozzo Gozzoli, painting in the Medici Chapel of the 
Riccardi Palace, addressed I'iero de' Medici at the Vil!a 



Mr DEAREST Fkiexd, — I informed your Magnificence in a 
previous letter that I am in neud of fifty florins, and begged 
jou to advance them to rac, for now is the time to boy corn 
iin<] many other things that I want, whereby I shall save, and 
^t rid of a load of care, I also reminded yon to send to Venice 
tor some ultramarine, for in the course of the week one wall will 
be finished, and for the other I shall need ultramarine. The 
'brocades and other things can then be Qnislicd, as well as the 



Artist and patron have long been dust, but the brocades 
stiff with gold, and the ultramarine, remain to us in 
the quaint procession of the Nativity wending their way 
along the wall of the chapel. 

These men are so near the Florence Window that yon 
may extend a hand to them, and yet centuries divide the 
living from the dead. 
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CHAPTER in. 

THE SHRINE OF THE FIVE LAMPS. 

T^LORENCE possesses few more noble memories than 
•*• those readily associated with the Shrine of the Five 
Lamps. Savonarola traversed this narrow street when he 
quitted the monastery of San Marco to preach in the 
Duomo. These precincts have echoed to the footsteps of 
Michelangelo, Fra Bartolommco, Botticelli, Lorenzo di 
Crcdi, or Cronaca, religious fervor kindled in the soul of 
each by the eloquent words of the reformer. 

The Tabernacle contains the miraculous picture of the 
Madonna and Child, by Andrea Tafi. The mosaic is usu- 
ally concealed by a white curtain drawn across the surface, 
inside of the sash of glass. Precious relic of shrines of 
the highway and town thoroughfare, the Street of the 
Watermelon would lack an important feature if robbed of 
the Tahernacolo delle Cinque Lampade, 

These shrines become every year more rare. Often 
painted by the best masters, and framed in marble, carved 
with much care and elegance of design, they are now 
chiefly relegated to the safe-keeping of museums, when not 
destroyed by the elements. 

Our wayside shrine endures, with the mosaic shrouded 
by curtain and sash, and the massive lamps swaying on 
their rusty chains beneath the projecting arch of roof. Is 
it spared the improvements of modern change because a 
pious lady, long dead, left money to light the lamps at 
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creniiig, wheii a tremulous ray from the brimming oil cups 
is elied abroad ? 

The tales of Boccaccio and Sacchetti have been inter- 
woven about our Taljemaele in the past. These authors, 
as accomplished scholars of their time, may no longer 
invent romances fo amuse the car of a Queen of Na|ilc3, 
and the beautiful Fiamnietta, yet reality and fable become 
strangely blended in the places described by thein. It is 
difficult to separate the characters of Boccaccio, the nar- 
rator, who was the source whence Shakspeare drew " All's 
Well that Ends Well," Chaucer his " Knight's Tale," and 
Keats his " Pot of Basil," from the living personages of 
the day, 

Andrea Tad certainly existed, a sober workman rather 
than a brilliant genius, and a contemporary of Ciraabue. 
Tafi went to Venice, where the Greeks were working in the 
Churcli of St. Mark. He brought back with him to Flor- 
ence the Master ApoUonio, who taught him to bake the 
glass cubes, and prepare the stucco, with such result as the 
mosaics of the Baptistery dome, with powers, thrones, and 
dominions, if not the Byzantine Christ above. 

Andrea Tafi once dwelt in the house still adorned by the 
Slirinc, His waggish pupil, Buffahnacco, also lived there 
in the prime of his roguish boyhood. The little palace 
beyond was built by Buontalenti. Then why not Master 
Simon da Villa, doctor of pliysic, who returned from study- 
ing at Bologna, clad in scarlet robes and ermine, and rented 
a house in the Street of the Watermelon ? 

The learned doctor wished to learn all about his neigh- 
bors, and especially who were those two poor but merry 
Bouls, the painters Buffalmacco, and his comrade of the 
studio, Bruno. The friends in mischief played countless 
pranks on Master Simon while showing him the town, 
obtaining him many a rating from his wife for tlie sorry 
plight in which he returned from these excursions. The 
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good man showered benefits on his tormentors, and often 
invited them to dine or sup with him. Bruno adorned 
the mansion with frescos, depicting a battle of cats and 
rats in a gallery, and placing the Agnus Dei above a 
chamber door. 

Oiir Lady of September ! — La Donna di Settembre ! The 
curtain is drawn aside for a season on this occasion, and 
the dark Madonna of Andrea Tafi gazes forth on the Street 
of the Watermelon, behind the screen of glass window 
and swaying lamps, sheltered by the projecting arch of 
roof. Flowers in a china vase have been placed on tlie ex- 
ternal ledge, — dahlias, asters, and a pale rosebud or two. 

Languid summer heat, blended with a certain richness 
of deepening autumn tints, lingers about the town. There 
is a mysterious charm in the unveiling of the Shrine 
during this month. The Madonna belongs to the quaint 
miracle-pictures of the land, about which legends gather 
from some dim tradition of sanctity. 

On the Mediterranean shore boats containing the fish- 
ermen and their families have been gliding over the calm 
sea since dawn from Via Rcggio and the Bocca d'Anio, 
in the direction of Leghorn, to join the throng toiling up 
the heiglit of Montenero to the shrine of the sister Ma- 
donna of the dark picture there treasured in the church. 
This year no cholera cloud menacing the coast leads to 
government interference with crowds gathering about this 
sanctuary to honor our Lady of September with feasting, 
noise, and revelry. 

Possibly the tabernacles of Mediterranean seaports, 
beacons of home to the sailors on return voyages, and 
associated with many phases of panic of fear in time of 
pestilence or public calamity, when sought and borne forth 
in procession to allay fear, may possess more interest of 
picturesque phases in a simple and superstitious people 
than the street shrine. 
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Andrea Tafi'a work rcmaina a shadow in tlie briglitncsa 
of noonday, and ynt the s]iiit \a replete with souvcnira of 
the past, o! which the present cannot rob it. 

Town and ttioronghfare may bask in the full radiance of 
life, but with the shadows of evening the five lamps are 
lighted. Burn on, little twinkling stars of flame, gems 
in the Burrouuding darkness ! Do not the lives of those 
who have lived their day in tlie Street of the Watermelon 
form the true mosaic, — bit cemented into bit, in symmetri- 
cal pattern, to shine in imperishable colors for all time, 
and enshrined in the years ? 

The wayfarer on the busy and crowded highway of the 
■world may still pause a moment in thoughtful contempla- 
tion of the shrine, questioning the silent llioroiifrhfure, 
the vast cathedral pile beyond, the depths of his own soul. 
Watchman, what of the night ? 



I 
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CHAPTER IV. 



CHURCH TOWEBS. 



' M "'HE mingled voices of the bells float in the casement 
-*- at all hours. Now a hurried pulsation o£ brazen 
throats announces the mysterious passing away from the 
crowded thoroughfares of the soul claimed by death. Now 
a saint's day is marked by the peal of vibrating belfries al 
intervals, from daybreak to nightfall, the mere, whirring 
clamor of noisy clappers intent on disturbing the tardy 
slumbers of irritable nerves, and throbbing on the weary 
brains of invalids. "Never attempt to live in the shadow 
of an Italian campanile unless you wish to be driven mad 
by the jangle of the bells," warns the valetudinarian, mind- 
ful of disturbed rest at the Lakes, Varese, near a Venetian 
campo or Florentine piazza. 

Again tlie chimes of many turrets swing slowly back to 
the ebb of silence, and the sweet notes mark the Ave Maria 
of dawn, the full flood of noon, and the vespers, or Nona, 
with a certain solemnity of i in press iveness. All joys and 
all calamities have been recorded for the Flower City by 
her bells. 

The page of history will ever glow afresh in the minds 
of new generations, the valiant Piero Capponi tearing up 
the treaty before the eyes of the astonished French king, 
Charles VIII., with tlio presumably scandalized French 
army looking on, and the memorable defiance of the note 
of Gallic trumpets leading to an attack on the town. 
" And we will ring our bells ! " 



CHURCH TOWERS. 88 

Truly Florence has rung hei" lielia through all the chang- 
ing years ever since, and has stood uuconijucted, although 
the outbui'St of genuiuQ indignation on the part of the 
brave Cappuni was decided to be the reverse of digtlomatic, 
ercn by the chroniclers of liin own time, tliure being no 
precedent in history for h'xa blunt speecli ; Foi darete nelle 
vattre trombe, t not nelle nosire campane. 

To dwell for a season williin range of the sonorous music 
leads to a certain sentiment of sympathy with the modem 
Florentine, who, condemned to make the tour of the world 
lu recmit health, expressed regret to lose sight of "our 
campanile " oven for a year. Such foster-children as the 
stranger dwelling within her gates may experience similar 
attnchmeut to the gracious city of the Arno bank, and all 
those slender towers rising through the silvery mists of 
the early morning far above the riisset tiles of crowded 
roofs and occasional loggia. 

In the .Street of the Watermelon the mingled tones 
of the belli* |K'netrato the window, but the towers reuiiiin 
iarisible. I'ossibly the absence to sight renders each only 
the more suggestive to meditation. One may ponder on 
their history liy the hour, if so disposed, while the ear 
guides thought to their base. 

Giotto's Campanile, so near at hand, dominates street 
and window, as the great bell booms out over the listening 
town. Santa Croce takes iij) the eclio in a higher note, after 
an intorval ; then San Marco, San Lorenzo, Santa Marin 
Xovella, and the Church of Ognissanti clash in unison, with 
a more distant tinkle of little Sauta Lucia on the Prato 
l>cyond, while across the river, Santo SpU-ito and the Car- 
oline make their own harmonies, with additional, airy 
ribratiuiis from San Mtniato. When these great giants 
pause to take breath, as it wore, a whole rhythm of minor 
notes become audible, thin, cracked, and rusty porhiqM, 
emanating from smaller sanctuaries us the rustle of springs 
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and brooks in the woods assert their own existence in ^^ 
subdued murmur, when the tempest has swept the forest 
trees overhead, and reat the mountain-side. Still more 
charming to the attentive ear is the fainter echo of coun- 
try bells, taking up the challenge of the hour far away 
among the purple slopes of the hills, up the Casentino, 
on the Chianti hills, at the base of Monto Morello, or 
down the wide-spread ptanura in the direction of Pisa 
and the sea. 

What meaning had the bells of Florence to the soul of 
Savonarola in moments of meditation? 



I. THE ATE UARU OF DAWN. 

Time and season have no part in the beauty, grace, and 
harmony of Giotto's Campanile. The fairy structure be- 
longs to the day and to the night alike, and remains 
untarnished by the centuries, the wonder of the sunrise as 
well as of tho sunset. 

When the Emperor Charles V. beheld this marvel of 
architectural skill, with shrewd, imperial calculation of its 
baring cost the Florentine republic the sura of eleven thou- 
sand florins, he is reputed to have said that tho city 
should keep the precious object of art in a wrapping, and 
uncover the gleaming marbles at inten'als of several years, 
when the event would attract a throng of strangers. The 
citizens did not adopt the royal suggestion. What count- 
leas multitudes from tho four quarters of the globe have 
since gazed upon tlie tower! The exalted of the earth,- 
a linked chain of sovereigns, wearing the crown of power 
more or less uneasily, have paused to admire this shrine. 
From the powerful Charles V., weighing the cost in golden 
florins to fi-ce citizens, lavished on a single church tower 
in the embellishment of their city, to Queen Victoria wit- 
□essing the spring festival of lighting the car of Ceres in 
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the piazza of the Duoino, from the Bigallo. a few seasons 
ftgo, eurrounded liy miuor ruiera, such as Queen Natalia of 
Servia, or the Emperor of Brazil, with German and Russian 
princes attendant, and that shadou^ old couple, the King 
and Queen of Wurtemberp, in the background of country 
wclnsion in the vilhi at Quarto, a gallery of historical por- 
traits might he made. 

To the more modest, artistic tourist, red guidebook in 
baud, thia revelation of the beautiful must ever be the way- 
side Bacrnment of Canon Kingsley, to ho treasured in 
remonihrance (or the remainder of life, — sharing the rev- 
eriea of the piiH? in some tranquil German town ; gleaming 
swiftly in a displaced photograph on the table during the 
long winter night of i^eandinavia; checking for a moment 
ibo rapid current of western life, aa if a sprnr of Paiitc's 
purple-black lilies were held across the path of the Ameri- 
can in guise of magician's wand. 

"Giotto'a Campanile at Florence! Do you recollect 
comparing the softly blended colora to the plumngn on 
a dove's broBst on that September morning when we first 
saw it togcUier? That ranst have been twenty years 
hgo, and you wore a bride," muses Contentment iu the 
domestic circle. 

"Giotto's Campanile at Florence I Who sought this 
water-color drawing in the depths of the locked port- 
folio? Tea; there it stands, with all the sainta and 
angels in their niches, quite unchanged. I should shrink 
from revisiting the spot He was with me then, and 
now I am alone," meditates Sorrow, white-featured and 
iritbered. 

Youth exclaims, "Ah, when may I travel in the va- 
cation, and visit Italy, pausing to look at Giotto's 
Cunpanilo ? " 

The human tide flows on to other lands, and even the 
Florentine who has emerged frum the Baptistery opposite 



86 THE LILT OF THE ARNO. 

in the swaddling-clotiies of infancy, anointed with all 
suitable rites of religion, crosseB the square as a stripling, 
is speedily a man, and becomes old, gray, infirm; yet 
Giotto's Tower stands unchanged. Is it imperishable ? 
Will it endure, bathed by winter rains, dried by the puri- 
fying if piercing tramontana wind, keen from the heights 
of Apenninc, steeped in summer sunshine long after we 
also are dust ? 

One may quit the Street of the Watermelon at any hour, 
and skirting the corner of the Cathedral, where the pub- 
lic carriages ffather with their bags of hay and litter of 
straw, while the pigeons of the roof alight on the pave- 
ment, come upon the campanile, polished to the lustre of 
precious marbles in the storm, flushed with the rosy glow 
of the departing sun, shedding shafts of golden splendor 
down adjacent streets, glorified by the radiance of noon 
in manifold tints of skilful mosaic of stones, transfigured 
by silvery beams of the moon to a fabric, temple, or tomb 
of snow. Still another phase of contemplation is in store 
for the wanderer.- In languid weather, when clouds are 
tawny, the Arno a brimming, yellow flood, and the squares 
clammy with moisture, tlie hot, scirocco wind renders the 
human countenance sallow, and stains with mildew blight 
palaces and churches, then the campanile soars heaven- 
ward unstained by the blight of a universal murkiness, 
becomes a shaft of pearl against the relief of jiervading 
gray tones, disclosing at the same time the fine linos of 
minute workmanship, resembling the famous niello work 
of the ancient craft of the town: the column seems then 
to be engraved. 

Is there not on clement of cruelty, even of mockery, in 
the unchangeable loveliness of the belfry, while mortal 
woes break in futile ripples of grief and passion at the 
base? You cannot wring tears of 8yin()athy from stone. 
The gust of weeping past, there is consolation to be de- 
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rivod from tlio serene liarmoay, the enduring sti-cngtli of 
the campanile. Perlmps brave Uiotto put his own soul 
iuto Uie (leuign. Did ho di'camof this glorious fulliiuient 
still adorning the town in our day, when he paced tlio 
Stpoct of the Watermelon V The Bhej)herd lioy discovered 
nn the country-side drawing one of his own shot-p on a 
roek with a tilt of statu, liy that earliest patrun of art, 
C'imahue, had grown to such aehifvement us the iidoin- 
ment of Assiai and Padua, and ncarcd hia end. If he 
walked through our street, absorbed in thought of the 
project still in store for hia energies, he must have also 
okirted Oie angle of the Cathedral, passed before the main 
door, and reatrhed the site of his own tnwcr. Visible to 
bU mind, in completion, the shaft was scarcely the broken 
rainliow of a dissolving st-orm-cluud to the town, and yet 
confidence in hia ability to erect a campanile worthy of 
the Amo capital was go universal a sentiment with the 
community that he was given the commission. 

The July day is hot ; and the sun's rays beat on the 
roofs like molten fire. Viewed from the olivc-i'lad heights 
of tlic Burroiindirig hills, the town posscsaes no boAUty of 
atmosphere in such a season, and, the earlier mists of heat 
rolled hack down tho Val d'Ariio to hang over Prato and 
adjacent villages like a stiHing white curtain, Florence 
stands withered and gray of aspect, with Fiesole, and the 
more rvmoto slopes of arid and ashy hues. The winds 
arc at rest, only tho scorching leiroeeo and boisterous 
liheceio sweep np from the Mediterranean, or tho still 
nioro irritating Adriatic currenta blow over the easterly 
ridges of intervening Apennine. Within tho gatc« uf the 
town cool nooks may liC found. To linger in the cmbra- 
saro of the Florence Window, inhaling the fmgnince of 
the flowci-8, is to realize Uiat summer is the bountiful, 
beantiful presence of a goddess, with flowing mantle of 
many shades of green, and timio white, as the old masters 
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liked to depict her in frescos. How the populace ex- 
pands and revels in the heat, emerging from dark streets 
and crooked stairways to warm fingers recently empurpled 
by cruel chilblains and winter frost in a blander tempera- 
ture ! Languor may result in the autumn, but the suffer- 
ing of physical discomfort belongs to winter. 

The signora who dwells in the shadow of the Shrine of 
the Five Lamps departs from her dark and narrow abode, 
attired in cream-colored tissues, and with gold embroi- 
deries on her bonnet. She is a fine type of matron, with 
abundant black tresses, but she does not move the admira- 
tion of the street in the least by her sumptuous apparel, 
which should beloi^ to the carriage rather than to the 
curbstone. She is well known to deserve the reproach of 
past centuries on the Florentine women, and spend all the 
money of her harassed sj)ousc on her back. The street is 
a little world, and praises, ridicules, and satirizes the resi- 
dents with unsparing severity, as gossip circulates from the 
cook of the marchese to the groom of the foreign baron, and 
eddies about the shop of the vegetable-woman in the prattle 
of laundresses, nurses, and maids, whose feminine tongues 
have been compared to the vibrations of the aspen leaf. 
The city is a little world, scrutinized under the micro- 
scope of envy, malice, and all uncharitablcness, where 
trifling events l)ecome momentous, and far too much heed 
is given to imsparing criticism of one's neighbor, in con- 
trast with those vast capitals where the seas of human 
life flow in great, successive waves, each obliterating 
the sand rip]>le of a predecessor. 

The signora spreads her creamy draperies like a gigan- 
tic butterfly, and marshalling her little brood of children, 
as smai-t as ribbons, feathers, broad hats, and tiny boots 
can make their nimble little bodies, with maids in attend- 
ance, and a balia,, carrying the liaby, enveloj)cd in white 
lace and embroideries, sallies forth to the piazza. 
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The vegetable -worn an, pausing on the thrcsbolil of her 
shop, shakes her head ; and the laundress, who is chaffer- 
ing over a cabbage, purses up her li|)H, nods, and then 
■whiapcra in the ear of her companion some slander 
aueh as slowly soaks into the mind of the recipient 
like water in marshy land, according to ConfuciuB. 

The dame goes fortli, unscathed by scandal, and will 
pauso in the torrid rays of the sun to greet a fiiind, un- 
mindful to shelter bcr bead with a parasol, or having 
foi-gotten the useful article, the chances are she will es- 
cape sunstroke; yet it also happens that you subsequently 
hear of her as stricken with fever, and jumiting from a 
Tiindow into the well of the court in a fit of ileliriiun, to 
the desolation of her afElicted husband, and the bereave- 
ment of all who knew her. 

The old cabman shrugs his shoulders, and cracks the 
"Whip he carries in his right hand, as he returns to his 
stand on the Piazza of San Marco, where his borsc, a 
patient white animal, with meek nose in a bag of hay, 
awaits the custom ever more rare since the establishment 
of tramways. Tramways an established fact, what fate 
will befall the society of cabmen, who parade in political 
processions on occasion, with a dark steed — such as they 
never drive — rampant on a banner of green silk ? If the 
tailors are to "build" the dresses of the ladies hero in 
Italy in obedience to the feminine aspiration of the day 
to bo as masculine as possible, what is to become of such 
pale and anxious little sarte as the maker of the signora's 
yellow robe, bravely supporting a worthy husband out of 
employment through the failure of a flour mill at Fistoja? 
In turn, ihe flour mill was too heavily taxed for the owner 
to meet his expenses. If the type-writer is to set forth 
clearly and cleanly the ideas of a time-pressed world on 
rapidly multiplying sheets, how may bread be obtained 
liy the clerks carefully trained to excel in writing and 
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copying, with beautiful penmaasliip ? Truly, thia is ft ' 
photographic age of swift and sharp impreaalons and 
speedy accomplishment. 

These questions intrude evea on the drowsy tranquillity 
of an old street at Florence, induced hy the presence of 
the rubicund cabman, in his shirt-slceves, jolly, and crack- 
ing his whip, his visage somewhat too suggestive of the 
purple glow resulting from a liberal use of Tuscan wine. 
As the husband of the vegetable-woman, and doe|jly inter- 
ested in the business, he rejoices in the nickname of the 
oHolano (vegetable -dealer) bestowcil upon him with the 
facility of Italian towns. What befalls the displaced 
forces of human labor, swept aside by new inventions ? 
One hears no more of them. The vetturino of the Riviera 
vowed vengeance on the railway, piercing the tunnels of 
the shore, from the heights of the defrauded Cornice road; 
still tlie iron rail endures, and the class of vftturini is 
nearly extinct. Tlie indignant Venetian gondoliere car- 
ried their wrath at the introduction of little omnibus 
Bteam-craft into the city to the verge of a strike in the 
presence of the Queen Mnrgherita, yet the vaporetti puff 
and shriek along the canals, and the picturestjue wielder 
of the oar must go to the wall sooner or later. Care may 
lurk in the corner of the eye of the bluff coeher, for the 
venture, from a financial standpoint, of a vegetable shop 
is fraught with sundry anxieties. If the outlay in rent 
and commodities bo trifling, he doubtless wishes that the 
account of the superb signora, who has just sallied forth, 
waa less lengthy for daily salad and vegetables, selected 
by a slatternly maid, and carried home in her apron, 
while he fears to cut off supplies altogether, Ic-sfc he ia 
never paid. For the rest, ho anathematizes the encroach- 
ing tramway in the most ingenious vocabulary of abuse 
possible to the lower classes of any city; but at least on 
this July day let us laugh and be merry, whip in hand. 
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while the patient, white horse stands at the corner, await- 
ing a tardy cimlonier. 

Were the daily iaterests of the streets less petty and 
trivial formerly, when Andrea Tali rose so early lo work 
on his mosaics, which were destined t« sparkle like ^ems 
in dim church domes ? An old priest, wearing a broad 
beaver hat, totters [last the window, and pauses to ^rect 
the antiquarian, in the act of locking his door. A small 
comitry wagon jogs along, draivn by a shagg)- pony, and 
driven by a brown yonng man, with his bride at his side. 
The bride, with her fair hair adjusted on the top of her 
head, and wearing a gown of purple woollen etufT, with a 
mastord -yellow jacket, — for cotton fabrics do not belong 
to the attire tif rural damsels of condition, — gazes al>out 
her with bright, astonished eyes, as she wields a hu^ red 
fan. In another moment she will have turned the corner, 
and Giotto's Campanile will dawn on her intclligimcc 
She may glance at the structure with awe ; only the fash- 
ionable custnmes of the ladies and the shop-windows will 
prove far more attractive. How many generations of 
country brides have looked at the campanile, as their 
nistic equipages rattled tiirough the city, since the July 
day when the painter, sculptor, mosaic designer, and 
architect in one Ifegan the task ! 

In Pante's childhood each quarter of the city was a 
little sphere absorbed in its own interests of life and 
death and circumBcribed daily routine. No doubt the 
nciglibors across the way commented on the attire of 
Pnnte*8 mother, — the woman who foreshadowed the great- 
OCM of her son in the imaginative quality of her own 
dneuiis. Time was when the Via del Cocomcro possessed 
loftier ehrnionts than our modem paltry strife, the spirit- 
oiU conflicts of Savonarola and his followers apart, and 
the donations of noble ladies RieasoM, to found monas- 
teries in the country and other charitable instiluliuns. 
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The Cavalicre Niccolo dei Gianfigliazzi, a descendant 
of Count Gangalandi, and member of one of the five 
families enjoying certain privileges accorded by the Mar- 
chese Ugo, founded the convent of San Niccolo, long 
obliterated, on the Street of the Watermelon. The cir- 
cumstances are rich in suggestiveness of the age. The 
Cavalicre Niccolft, finding it necessary to go to Avignon to 
inherit property belonging to his father in the French 
town, and wishing, like a prudent man, to arraiige his 
affairs at Florence first, made a testament with the pro- 
vision that if his infant Giovanni, born of the lady Maria 
Ghita di Messer Alamanno dcgli Adimari, died, he sub- 
stituted Jesus Christ as his heir, and would build a 
monastery for women of the order of the Frati Minori 
(Franciscans) with his wealth. Whether the infant son 
Giovanni died or lived, the foundations of the building 
were begun in 1331, and tlie Bishop of Florence, Francesco 
da Cingoli, blessed the first stone on the 25th of February, 
1340, accompanying the ceremony with an indulgence of 
forty days. The family continued to bestow benefits on 
the monastery and church. 

The bell of San Niccolo no longer joins the vesper notes 
of the city towers, but the excitement of religious revival 
under Savonarola invaded these sacred precincts. When 
the Duomo was thronged by the populace to listen to the 
famous Lenten sermons of the reformer, the women with- 
drew to the neighboring sanctuary of San Niccolo to gather 
up the crumbs of a tamer discourse. In addition, those 
subsequent tumults, when the clash of arms became audi- 
ble, used in self-defence by the Piagnoni against the insult- 
ing throngs of their enemies, occurred on this spot. 

Our Cavalicre Niccolo, of pious memory, appears to 
have dwelt at Avignon, under Pope Clement V., and his 
descendants to have followed the fortunes of the Roman 
court in the gay and luxurious Provencal city. The con- 
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Tent flourished through the centuries, whether from tlie 
generosity of the exiles at Avignon in legacies, or as 
patronized by certain Florentine families. The ancient 
records assure ua that on the 6th of Decemlier the/^(e of 
Saiut Nicholas was celebrated with much pomp, and on the 
Vtffilia ("Eve") tlie music performed by the religious 
procession was so excellent that "our most erudite old 
people " affirm they never beard better on a similar occa- 
sion. Does not the Italian celebration correspond with 
the Santa Klaus tide of Holland ? 

On the 1st of Noveml>er, 1661, the Archdulte Ferdinand 
of Austria, with his wife Anna de' Medici, came to the 
Street of the Watermelon to hold at baptism in the Church 
of San Niccolo the infant daujrhtor of the Duke of North- 
umberland, Count of Berwick and Leicester, and Donna 
Haddalcna, Duchess of Aquitaine. The Grand-duke Ferdi- 
nand II., with the Grand-duehess Vittoria, and all the 
nobility of the Florentine court, assisted at the ceremony. 
The august child received the name of Carlotta Luisa. 
The chronicle of the July day so memorable in our quarter 
is quaint : — 



" Great was the wonder, the fame of which spread through 
the world, when it was known that in Tuscany alone there were 
four towers, one in the water, the second in the air, the third on 
the earth, and the fourth always inclining yet never falling. 
These were the Marzocco of Lt^horn, fonnded in the sea of 
Pisa ; the tower of the Palazzo Vecchio at Floi-cnce. which, sup- 
portod by corbels, springs from the roof, and appears to be 
poised in mid air: the third, the marvel of all, the tower of 
Santa Maria del Fiore, more wonderful than the rest, whether 
cnnsidered for its height, the loveliness of its marblea, the variety 
of itn statues, and the multitude of the histories sculptured on 
the basii-rilievi of the four aides ; and the fourth, the Campanile 
orpisa, which leans six braccia and a half from the perpendicu- 
Ur, yet stands tlirough the centuries," 
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When Giotto was ordered in 1334, by the Republic, to 
construct an edifice, using the highest intelligence of 
whicli he was capable, the stipulation was that for mag- 
nificence, both in altitude and the quality of the work, it 
should surpass any labor of the sort ever undertaken, even 
by the Greeks and the Romans at the period of their most 
florid power. In conformity with this noble plan, Giotto, 
as a dutiful son of the Church, had tlie firat stone of the 
campanile blessed on the 25th of January. 

The perfume of roses lingers about the barred casement. 
Did roses bloom as luxuriantly on that memorable 25tli of 
July so long ago ? Did the matron of the period, envel- 
oped in her mantle, sally forth to enjoy the show, like 
our handsome signora in the yellow robe, on similar 
occasions ? 

The familiar scene comes back, with the scent of 
flowers, and the scorching heat of the July sun. Giotto 
formed a procession of the clergy, and of all the Ordini 
Refjolari^ in the Piazza of San Giovanni, the (/onfaloniere 
of Justice M.aso Valori, with the priors and magistrates. 
The Bishop Francesco Salvestri da Cingoli blessed the 
foundation-stone in the presence of the Archbishoj) of 
Pisa, who, having fled from his diocese, was dwelling 
with his monks in Santa Maria Novella ; and together 
with the stone were cast in some medals of gold of 
one-pound weight each, with the imprint of the campanile 
as it now stands on one side, and the arms on the other 
of the Lily and the Cross, with the encircling letters: 
" Deo Libcratori Florcntina Civitas, magnificentissime 
propriis sumptibus fieri curavit. " Then Giotto laid his 
foimdations twenty braccia deep, with strontr stone under- 
lying, to resist the corroding action of water and possible 
frost; and left to the car of others, in due course of 
time the fair tem])le rose to a height of one hundred and 
forty-four braccia of many tinted intarsiatura of colored 
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marbles of delicately wrought syniljols, nichca, and man- 
dorle up to the parapet, aud such fulfilment of design as 
the seven bells belonging to a metropolitan church eapablo 
of ringing together in harmony in the consonance of the 
octave, the fifth, or a third part. Tlie great bell was 
fused in 1475, and weighed eleven thousand eight hundred 
and seventy-live pounds, and was inscribed with the arms 
of the Arte della Lana, and was christened, "Madonna 
piena di Grazie. " The mellow tones of its voice were 
audible at a distance of eight or ten miles. 

Who that has ever heard the Duomo hell of to-day, 
welling up from the depths of the town to Ficaole or Eel- 
losguardo, or borne far up the Casentino by the summer 
breeze, can fail to feel a personal thrill of the nearness 
of the calamity which befell the Madonna full of grace on 
the 25th of December, 1704 ? The item of the Diario 
della Magiialiecchiana has the startling brevity of a 
modern telegram: "This morning Girolarao Lippi, boll- 
ringer of the Duomo, in sounding the Ave Maria of Dawn, 
ascertained that the great bell was broken, and sagging on 
one side, and therefore from that hour rang no more." 

In October, 1705, a new bell was east, weighing fifteen 
thousand eight hundred and sixty pounds, fused by the 
brave Cosirao Ccnni, according to some authorities, or by 
Petri, and terminated by the foimdryman Brafoculini, as 
maintained by others. Tlie Ceremoniere Marini blessed 
the furnace. On the 12th of December, the new bell was 
bimg, — the Ave Mai-ia of the Dawn I 

At four o'clock of the July morning in the year 1890, 
the poi-tals of the Duomo were opened as usual to nil 
pious citizens disposed to repeat a prayer at this early 
Iiour, and the notes of the great bell pealed out over the 
sleeping town. Giotto and his successor, Taddeo Gaddi, 
sleep llie sleep that knows no awakening; but the cam- 
panile once more emerged from the shadows of night to 
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greet another day. From base to parapet the light grew, 
at first tran and cold, then warming as herald of ihe 
approaching sun, until each lunette, statue, and bas-relief 
were fully revealed, and the whole pile was oncse more 
prepared to tell its sculptured atory of the Creation, the 
Sciences, the Arts, and Virtues. 

A young soldier, exhausted by fatigue and fever, and 
dust-stained, crept into the town with the break of day. 
A Florentine, he had come on leave from his garrison in 
the district of Emilia, and had walked all night. The 
voice of the great bell reached his failing ear, and the 
angels of celestial harmonics, of divine compassion, de- 
scended from the campanile, and led the boy by the hand 
through the still, deserted thoroughfares to the Duomo 
door. He entered the vast, cool temple, cast off his 
shoes and his hat, and sank down on a bench. Then 
an affrighted custodian summoned the Miscricordia, and 
the black-robed brethren issued forth from the door of 
their sanctuary on the opposite side of the piazza, and 
bore the unconscious soldier away to the hospital. And 
still the bells rang out with a full, pulsing utterance of 
joy in the Ave ilaria of Dawn, breathing forth peace and 
pity in the summer day. 

11. THE MASQTJERATIE OP THE WINDS. 

The cast wind of November brings the note of Santa 
Crocc's Ik'U to the listening ear. Follow the Piazza of 
the Duomo to the Via Proconsolo, and thence gain, by 
the Fia-A/.a San Fironze and the Borgo dei Greci, the 
Square of Santa Croce. The spot is gray, dusty, and 
deserted, and the cast wind holds full sway, sweeping 
down the Arno valley from the heights of Vallombrosa, 
and the Faltcrona, with sombre masses of cloud gathering 
above the roof of tlje great church at the lower extremity 
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of the enclosed space. Dante stands in a niusmg, if com- 
manding, attitude in the centre of the piazza, supported 
by shield -bearing lions and the arms of diverse Italian 
cities. This monument is the tardy reparation of recog- 
nition of the poet's native city, after the lapse of some 
six hundred years. The majestic figure on the pedestal 
is a fit guardian of tlic temple yonder, tomb of so many 
illoatrious dead ; yet Dante seems to be pondering scorn- 
fully and sadly on the futility of human aspirations. The 
marble lips breathe low : — 

" Naught but a gust of wind is worldly fame, 
Now from this quarter, now from that arriving. 
And bearing with each change a difierent name." 

The stone benches of the square are untenanted in the 
bitter weather, where women gossip together on summer 
evenings while the children play, or old men, wrapped in 
cloaks, warm shrivelled limbs in thewarmth of noon on 
clear days of winter. These stone seats have replaced the 
wooden ones built here to witness the game of valcio, for- 
merly played by bands of youth, tmarmed, with a ball. 
On such a day the old houses, built by the Strozzi, Pitti, 
Spini, Uguecioue, and Bartolini, still decorated with 
faded frescos, or boasting heavy wrought ironwork about 
portal, balcony, and casement, and massive stone carv- 
ings, have a mute and untenanted appearance. The tall 
brown Campanile of Santa Croce seems to gaze down on 
the square over the shoulder of the fresh marbles of the 
fai;ade. The tower is more in harmony with the church 
and adjacent buildings than is the startling whiteness of 
the mwlem work, completed by the mmiificcnee of an 
Englishman. Many storms have beaten on the belfry since 
the foundation of the sacred edifice; wind, lightning, and 
the crash of hail have spent their combined violence of 
winter and summer tempests on the structure on more 
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than one occasion, damaging column and masonry, or 
bringing the whole toppling down in hopeless ruin. 

A new campanile was raised in 1544, at the cost of 
two thousand liorins, and the bells christened respec- 
tively Yittoria, Maria, and Romola. Maestro Zanobi di 
Raf^no di Lapo was the foundrjman, according to the 
archives of church and monastery. In 1549, another 
belfry is mentioned, while restorations were further ef- 
fected in connection with the completed facade. 

Deserted, gray, and dusty, the square ia not su^estive 
of the scenes so rich in historical incident which have 
taken place here in bygone years. The cast wind, bring- 
ing clouds of dust, or the merest ghostly vibration of 
ancient bells, recalls that on such a December day, in the 
season of the Nativity, pilgrim monks preached here a 
sermon to attentive thronirs of listeners. Prom the now 
spectral band of such preachers San Bernardino of Siena, 
of ascetic mien, gazes at us for a moment from the 
shadow of his cowl, as he elevates the emblem, the mono- 
gram of Christ, once carried I)y him over the land to heal 
the strife of wars, and I'cvivc the sorrowful, — his a gift 
of elo(pience from childhood scarcely less than that of 
Savonarola in his time. 

Prom the now ghostly crowd of hearers, moved by pas- 
sionate appeal and fervent zeal on the part of the Nativ- 
ity preachers, as a field of grain ripe for the harvest 
ripples before the breeze, stirred at least by a surface 
emotion, Simone di Corso Donati, of handsome presence, 
as the historians affirm (Mlo di pergone), head of the fac- 
tion of the Neri, seated immovable on his horse, sur- 
rounded by his followers, listens to the Christmas woi-ds 
of peace uttered by the monk, as in the year 1301. How 
vivid the scene in this dreary place, with Dante watch- 
ing on his jiedestal I — the brilliant cavalier, pausing with 
curbed steed, secretly brooding on matters of political ren- 
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f^uice, the crowd admiring him, and the preacher waxing 
demonstrative in hia hackneyed, monastic declamation of 
the day, the hour of the birth of Clirist on earth. Lo\ 
Niccolo de' Cerehi, of the Bianchi, uncle of Simone, and 
sworn foe, appeared at a remote angle, and crossed the 
piazza, intent on his own affairs, and in a moment all 
was changed. Hatred kindled in hearts ; anger maddened 
brains; swords leaped from their scabbards; partisans 
Burged from side to side, rallying about their chiefs, like 
the rising waves of a troubled sea, as storms, with swift 
lightning-strokes, have fallen on the campnnile, and shat- 
tered it, The record of history is brief ; the tmcle was 
killed in the hasty conflict, and the vain youth died of 
the woimds received in the fray on the following day. 

These reminiscences are only a gnst of the mournful 
east wind wailing around the tower of Santa Croce. Gone 
is the shadowy brotherhood of Christmas preachers on the 
spot. The great chiefs of factions, Niccol6 di Cerehi and 
Simone di Corso Donati, once full of pride, power, and 
strength, are a mere pinch of dust, and might form parti- 
cles of the cloud now eddying about the feet of the marble 
Dante, their very feuds wellnigh forgotten by the world. 
The gray clouds visible on the horizon beyond Vallombrosa 
promise the wrath of approaching winter. Early snow has 
Jiillen on the Maritime Alps above Nice, and all the slojies, 
of Ap«!nnine, the marshes of Udine, are frozen, and abun- 
dant ice chills Apulia and the extreme south of the penin- 
sula. Now may the eight winds re|mted to blow on 
''/onuice he promised full sway, causing the human harp 
'** vibrate beneath the successive gusts. A servant opens 
* casement in the mansion covered with fri^scos, and 
''lakes a silken table-cloth, leaving it to flutter in the air. 
^"« hanging of gorgeous tints, blended with all the skill 
**» modem upholstery in imitation of medispval colors and 
^^aiga, changes the aspect of the silent square. As long 
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as the strip of embroidered stnfF hangs suspended from the 
window of the palazzo, the piazza becomes reanimated 
with a former splendor, is once more a volume of history 
unequalled for variety of pageantry, — now a concourse of 
citizens meeting to take measures for opposing Castmccio 
Castracane, lord of Lucca; now a sumptuous spectacle of 
the powers, given by the Duke of Athens ; again joust and 
tournament of the Afedici princes. Centuries form the 
chapters of such a volume, and the years are the pages. 
Tlie wind lifts the corner of the drapery, with glint of 
gold thread in the woven tissue of plush, and arabesque 
border of animals at strife, amid garlands of olive-tinted 
leaves ; and once more the spot is animated with the popu- 
lace to witness the spectacle of the buffalo race, held in 
honor of Gonzaga of Mantua and Elcanora de' Medici in 
1584. The court clironicle of the day announced the 
festival in these terms : — 

" The following Sunday took place a benutirul and very rich 
bufTrtlo race, comprising eight buffalo, each tricked out with dif- 
ferent trappings." 

We are further advised that these animals issued forth 
from tlie stalls of his Highness in suitable order of pro- 
eeasion, two and two, with their attendants. The docile 
beasts paced along our Via del Cocomcro (Street of the 
Watermelon), followed the contrada which leads to Santa 
Maria Maggiore, slowly proceeding to San Pier Maggiore, 
past the Stinchc (prisons) and thence to the Piazza Santa 
Croce, whei-e an immense multitude of the populace, im- 
patiently awaiting their arrival, had gathered for hours. 
Every window of these silent old mansions was crowded 
with animated faces; men clustcpcd on the roofs, clinging 
to the very chimneys; the balconies, richly adorned, were 
filled with the dames who delighted to display their own. 
charms on such occasions ; while the seats in the squan? 
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below were filled, so that iho number of spectators was 
estimated at fifty thousand. 

Yonder empty balcony, with the rusty iron railing and 
the arid piazza, where the dust whirls around Dante on 
Ilia pedestal, furnish a keynote of national character. At 
any time the balcony, like a similar projection of Venice, 
Verona, or Naples, may be freighted with beauty, spar- 
kling witli smiles, and decked with gems and lace to 
witness the transportation of Rossini's ashes from Paris 
to Santa Croco, or national anniversary. At any time 
the masses of peasantry from the adjacent country and 
Florentine citizens will gather in a sea of humanity to 
await the unveiling of a statue in the presence of royalty, 
as they once flocked to hear Savonarola's Lenten ser- 
mons, or to delight in the celebration of the Festa of Saint 
John. 

The advent of the buffalo afforded a truly noble sight, 
although it might have inspired a grain of fear in the 
breast of the prudent to behold the heavily weighted 
benches and balconies and the hoiisc-tops, in dread of 
some calamity to mar the general gayety. The objects of 
8uch general interest entered the enclosure by a door in 
the palisade. Were they own brothers of the buffalo still 
to be seen on the Campagna, and in the Pontine Marshes ? 
Were they of the flock that yielded fho milk rcquisito to 
make the small cheese scn-ed daily to Pope Pius 11, of 
epicurean taste ? Three or four times did the shaggy 
"beasfa trot around tho arena, with a "marvellous and 
iMiautiful effect" Attendant masqueradcrs amused the 
ladies and gentlemen in tho windows by tossing artificial 
«ggs, Glled with perfumed waters, then led the way in the 
Erection of the bridge of the Rubaconte (Ponte al!e GraKic) 
*8 a signal that the race was about to begin, The trum- 
pets sounded for the starting; and the buffalo, goaded 
^y blows, and all the iagenuity of torment inherent in 
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Southern races, departed for the grjal, the Palio decked 
with red damask, where fires were kindled to addition- 
ally excite the animals. The buffalo of the Grand-dukc 
won. 

The contest of speed of the buffaloes over, the revellers 
returned to the sport of throwing the egj^ of perfumed 
water. Then a company of gay cavaliers broke lances 
until the close of night. Later the maskers sought the 
house of Pier Antonio de' Bardi, at the Canto agli Albert!, 
whence issued a car crowded with men and boys singing 
a madrigal, composed by Giovanni Battista Strozzi, and 
set to music by the host. The car wont about the town, 
followed by many people, and escorted by torch-bearers, 
the flames displaying the gorgeous costumes of the singers, 
whose spirits did not flag until four o'clock in the 
morning. 

Surely the wail of the wind and the tinkling vibration 
of the bells bring some faint echo of the madrigal linger- 
ing in the streets of the old city, even at this hour, — 
a strain caught up by the smith, bonding to his task in 
a dark byway, hummed by the brisk apprentice of the 
mosaic- worker, and trolled forth in full, sweet cadence by 
the operatives of the San Frediano quarter on warm nights, 
to the accompaniment of guitar and fairy mandolin. Now 
the strip of silk fluttering in the casement is caught by 
conflicting currents, wrenched from the fastenings, and 
blown far out into the square. All the winds appear to 
contend for the trophy in rough sport. Tramonfana lift* 
the bullion fringe, while Libeccio tugs at the opposite cor- 
ner; Scirocco sends the drapery up into the air billow- 
ing out like a balloon, tawny-orange, puce-colored, violet^ 
emerald, and steely-blue, while Greco nnd Levant© sue — 
cessively bring it in undulating ripples of folds down tcf 
the ground, where it lies in a variegated heap, conquereA 
by Mistrale, Ponente, and MoKzogioma 
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Tea, the winds hold full sway vn the spot, now making 
their own riot of Jjlay, race, and tournament. Did 
Florentine wit jest concerning the gnats sweeping about 
Ute Campanile of Sania Cruce, in which his Satanic 
Majeaty played a part ? Had Arlotto, the merry priest, 
no quirk for Uiia locality, — ho who promised the jiojiulace 
tu make it rain, if any two i^ojile could agree as to the 
time ? The legend still lingers, in gusty March weather, 
of how the Wind and the Devil kept a rendezvous in the 
Piazza of the Duomo once upon a time, and tlic latter gave 
the former the slip by entering the church, wherefore 
Boreas yet awaits outside the return of the nimble ad- 
versary of mankind. The prudent pedestrian may still 
avail himself of certain thoroughfares laid out in wind- 
ing cun'cs to avoid the sharp cold of winter winds; but in 
the open spacoa the elements hold their own. Liaten to 
the stroke of Santa Croee'a bells! In the year 1608 
Cosimo do' Medici, son of Ferdinand I., sat over yonder, 
beside his bride Maria Maddalena, daughter of Duke 
Charles of Austria, to witness the spectacle In this fitting 
place, of the Masquerade of the Winds. 

Does the world change in marked degree with the lapse 
of years ? How much indebted to tliose earlier spectacles 
of the old Florentine Piazza of Santa Croce are modem, 
municipal pageants? — the carnival rout of the Riviera 
towns, flowery chariots of the Beasons, with their emblems 
of snow, ice, and autumn ; Viennese historical caval- 
cades, or Lord Mayor's show of the colonies grouped to- 
gether, — New Zealand with her goats' fleeces, Australia, 
liccked with golden grain and grapes, Malta, in black 
ilrapcrics, emblazoned with her cross, India, envelojjed in 
jewelled tiasuca, (he Cape Colony, wreathed with ostrich 
plumes, and carrying the Cape lily. The bell sends forth 
a quivering note, and our bit of dra[)ery lying on the 
ground expands, clothes the whole space with fluttering 
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bajmerB, tapostrit^s, damiiak, and brocade depending from 
balcony and embrasure. 

The populace surged toward this centre ; as usual, the 
Bcaffoldings built for spectators were tilled with humanity ; 
the windows and balconies were occupied by eager and 
smiling participants of the revelry. Such fanciful de- 
signs as a small palace built of shells, and a painted 
mountain of rock, occupied remote angles of the square. 

Don Antonio de' Medici, as master of ceremonies, gave 
the sigual for the festivities to commence. Eolus, as 
King of the Winds, appeared in the cast. He wore a 
crown and a purple mantle, and rode a large horse. He 
was preceded by twelve valets in the garb of sailors, aa 
the fii-at scholars in the craft of navigation by means of 
sails, twelve Tritons of fantastic himior, and eight sirens, 
four of whom, dressed in black, scattered the destructive 
elements of hail, tempest, and ice around them. Then 
camo King Eolus surrounded by mounted cavaliers and 
courtiers. Behind him appeared the car of Ocean, drawn 
by two whales, and decked with corals and shells. The 
escort of Neptune were the charming nymphs of the sea, 
rivers, and springs. Deiopeia, qneen of Eolus, followed 
in state. Perpetual variety was afforded to the fete by 
the king's approaching tho painted mountain or the pal- 
ace of shells, and touching them with his sceptre, when 
fi-esh groups would issue forth to increase the diversions 
of the sunny hours, headed by blithe ZcphjT, playing on 
the violin. And thus with feasting, laughter, and the 
breaking of lances, night ensued. Sprightly Zephyr may 
still haunt the spot with the thin, piercing melody of his 
instrument, A servant hastens out of the door of the old 
palazzo with the frescos, and gathers up the bit of Bilk 
drapery swept away by the wind. The keynote of sug- 
gestive color is quenched by the closing of a massive 
portaL The bells hang mute in the church tower. King 
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Eolus has again retreated eastward beyond tho horizon of 
sombre, gray clouds over Yallonibruaa. Dante reigns 
alone in the deaerted square, musing: — 

" Naoglit but a gast of wind is worlJIy Uimi.; 
Nrjw (roni IhU quarWr, now from tUat arriving, 
And bearing with each change a differuat name." 



III. A JEWEL-BOX. 

On the 10th of August Florence celebrates the Festa o 
San Lorenzo, and according to custom the weather should 
be excessively hot. "As hot as the day of San Lorenzo," 
is a saving generally accepted, the sun's rays possibly 
snggesting the glowing coals and gridiron of the noble 
youth's martyrdom. Seasons may vary south of the Alps, 
and in Tuscany one summer is no guide for another. 
Why should the breeze be cool, with a hint of hail recently 
fallen on the heights, in its breath that enters the Flor- 
ence Window, rendering agreeable at any hour of the day 
a ramble across the Via dei Pucci to the Via Cavour, in 
response to the invitation of San Lorenzo's bells ? 

The Riccardi Palace is magnificent in stately propor- 
tions of massive stone, barred casement, an<l great iron 
rings to hold the torches and standards of the Middle Ages, 
in the light of the summer morning. Venders of small 
wares, brooms, lamps, bird-cages, occupy the stone bench 
flanking the spacious structure. There is an unwonted 
crowd, moving of vehicles, and perceptible hum fif voices 
in all of the streets leading to the Piazza of San Lorenzo; 
and still the l>ell clangs out above other sounds. 

We arc reminded that it is the festival of the shops 
selling pasta ; and each is made as attractive in decoration 
of green garlands, tinsel ornaments, and little flags as 
the skill and pecuniary resources of the shop-keeper can 
render them. In the midat the pasta is temptingly dis- 
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played, the hard red grain of wheat crushed, prepared, 
and manipulated into manifold shapes by gcncirationa of 
workers at Naples, Genua, or Bologna. Here the long 
and apparently brittle pipes of macaroni are built into 
gij^antic pyramids of interlacing sticks in a window, 
flanked by the short, tough 8tcma known as padre nostre ; 
there the more delicate white naKtrini ("ribbons"), vermt- 
celli, and capelllni, — the latter as finely spun as hairs, — 
are arranged in nests and festoons on a shelf, while heaps 
of tiny golden grains, oochi (" eyes "), and transparent 
crescents or stars for soup are piled in bags around the 
entire interior. The Italian gourmet will not fail to note 
the capelli ("bats "), the small disks of paste to be filled 
with minced fowl or veal, like liliputian patties gently 
stewed in broth, and served with some subtile flavor of 
nutmeg, in one of the Case gaitronomiche. of the Via Porta 
Ross a, which are ever redolent of ham and sausage. 
Great wheels of golden Milan butter, the flask of oil, and 
the odorous Parmesan cheese at hand must additionally 
tempt a people of a largely farinaceous diet like the Flor- 
entines, in such a display. In the Borgo San Lorenzo 
rises a temple of pasta of fair and accurate architcctoral 
proportions, the proprietor of the shop beaming in on 
obscure perspective of triumphal arches, between columns 
of twisted vermioelli, and with a cupola roof of solid paste 
overhead. 

Why is macaroni dedicated to Saint Lawrence by ancient 
Florence ? Is a larger quantity of the nutritious article 
of food consumed by the town on this day than on any 
other in the calendar of the year ? Was tlie first Italian 
who strung the threads in festoons to dry in the air chris- 
tened Lorenzo ? Nobody pauses to answer, and the bells 
clang on, chanting their own refrain of higher thoughts 
than mere aliment for the perishing body of man. The 
young Medici soldier, OioTauni delle Bande Nere, in mai> 
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ble, adorns the comer of the narrour piazza. The portala 
of the church arc hung with rich draperies of red diimuak 
in honor of ihefeita. The tiirung presses iuto tlie sanc- 
tuary in wares of humanity; a glimmer of stars of tupers 
on distant altars i» visible above the heads of the people; 
the voices of priests and acolytes are audible from time 
to time ; and heavy clouds of incense Boat on the air. 

An unloTcly spot the Piazza ^an Lorenzo, even on the 
day of the/i!*(a; the lofty houses flanking the contracted 
space on cither side are dingy, weather-beaten, and faded; 
the margin of cellar shops of ready-made clothing, um- 
brellas, and old furniture are sordid and mean. Even the 
church is not impressire from tliis point of new, with the 
rough, QuQnished fai^adc. Founded in 390, and conse- 
crated by Saint Ambrose in 393, it is one of the most an- 
cient churches in Italy. Destroyed by fire in 1423, it was 
rebuilt by the Medici in the late Romanesque style, from 
designs of Bruncllesco, and completed by Michelimgelo, 
in the beautiful Laurentian library, the new sacristy, and 
even with the design of adorning the slill nude fai^ade. 
Like those unadorned exteriors of the mansions of opulent 
merchants in Eastern cities, with Icssellatcd courts and 
gardens, and sumptuous chambers within, never was more 
humble guteway to the trcasiires of art here collected than 
the door of the Church of San Lorenzo on the square. 
Place atix dame» .' 

The listener may discern tlic note of two women's lives 
in tlio cadence of the bells ringing in tlie lofty campanile. 
Far bock in the dim past of the fourth century a pious 
matron vowed tu build here the primitive churcli, like 
Huimali of Biblical fame, if Ileaven would grant her a 
son, to l>c christened Lorenzo. The wish fulfilled, the 
sanctuary was blessed by Saint Ambrose. The Elcctreas- 
Palatine Anna Maria Louisa de' Medici, sister of the last 
Croad-duko of the line, Gian Gostone, built the ounpa- 



1 
I 



6 



THE LILY OF THE ARSO. 



58 

nile, aB completing triumphantly the work destined 
preserve the fame and magnificence of her race. 

Follow the street along the side of the piazza, past the 
shops of batt«rcd and greasy furniture, to the base of the 
tower. In the rear alone, the vastncBs and grandeur of 
proportion of clustering dome, spire, roofs, and cornices 
of the entire structure become visible. At an angle of the 
wall the campanile rises, dark, lofty, and symmetrical, — 
the belfry built by a woman. The fabric is not incrusted 
with precious marbles, having the rosy reflections of cer- 
tain sea-shells, nor guarded by the statues of saiuts and 
prophets in myriad niches, nor fretted with airy caaement, 
like Giotto's Tower, but has rather the plain agpcct of 
having been constnicted to hold bells in fitting equilib- 
rium, and resist storms. Erected by a Medici princess, 
the Campanile of San Lorenzo should have been wrought 
of Florentine mosaic. If the memory of the pious matron 
of the fourth century lingers about the entrance of the 
temple on the piazza, the campanile is more emblematic 
of worldly ambition and the pride of life than of reli- 
gious rite. Tlie pions matron hovers, a pale shade, on 
the threshold of the church. The electress-palatine is a 
gorgeous personage just emerged from the frame of one 
of those portraits of the Palatinate, whether in the 
museum of Heidelberg Castle, or in the corridors of the 
UHizi galleries, — a full-blown flower of redundant femi- 
nine charms, bearing a certain resemlilanee to other noble 
dames of the period in the matter of laced bodices, velvet 
and ermine mantles, brocaded robes, arms bare to the 
elbow ruffle, powdered hair, rounded china, and full red 
lips. 

The foundations of the tower were laid in June, 1740, 
and the first block blessed by the Prior Francesco Mancini, 
assisted by a body of the canons and the clergy. This 
block consisted of a marble coffer containing many reUcB> 
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of saints, medals of Saint Anna, and a medallion of tlie 
electress-palatine, surrounded by the words, "Deo et 
omnia." Completed on the 24th of July of the following 
i year, the five bells were himg on high, and rang for the 
. first time on the Festa of Saint Anna, in honor of the 
noble donor, namesake of the saint. 

Doubtless all the Annas in Florence, young and old, 
rejoiced on the occasion, as the Maries of France beam 
over their bouquets of the Assumption. The Festa of Saint 
Amia acquired a deep significance in the capital of the 
Valdamo, in 1343, as the anniversary of the banishment 
from her walls of the odious tyrant, the Duke of Athens, 
and celebrated as such in the Church of Or San Michele, 
when the gonfaloniere of the art* or guilds met aroimd 
the statues in the niches dedicated to their respective 
crafts. 

The bells of the ancient Campanile of San Lorenzo, cast 
in 1215, had been four in number, and the bronze of these 
vas molted, with much additional metal, to fuse the now 
ones. The work was done by Signore Moreni, in the 
lower fortress, commended as an excellent foundryman. 
The first bell was christened Saint John Baptist, the sec- 
ond Saint Josepli, the third Saint Lawrence, the fourth 
Saint Ambrose and Saint Zenobius, the fifth Cosinto and 
I^amien. 

"For the glory of my race!" The proud electress- 
jMtlatine seems to speak thus through tho blended voices 
of the l)ella. Her draperies of velvet and brocade rustle, 
"tbc strings of pearls loojied through her powdered tresses 
gleam, and she points with the sceptre held in her ta]it'r 
fingers to the low doorway in the rear ; " Enter ! " 

The metallic vibration of the bells is imperious and 
commanding. Tou do not attempt to rebel at the Medici 
> flat, and obey, passing the old custodian who is seated at a 
r^esk in the vestibule to sell tickets of admission, as if the 
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Bacriaty were a theatre, and speedily fmdinf^ youraelf in 
tho Chapel of the Princes. "A ban-en and unimpressive 
edifice is it, this Basilica of San Lorenzo '( Look about at 
your case, and ask pai-don of the august dead for such an 
error, " The voice o£ the electreas, aouoroua and luajt-stic, 
siicaks ever through the mediuiu of the bclla in the adja- 
cent campanile. The chapel ia silent and cold, even on 
this Hummer day. The noisy crowd circulating in the 
church, piazza, and about the Bho]»s seems far away ; the 
bells drop from their hi^^h clamor to sudden stillness of 
calm. 

Foreign tourists do not aboimd in August; and a de- 
jected cicerone wearies finally of imparting to inattentive 
ears a more than twice-told tale of the wealth of these 
tombs, tlie unearthing of stem Cosimo L, with his auburn 
beard unharmed, and sad Eleanora of Toledo, still reei 
nizable by her long yellow hair fastened with gold coi 
and departs. You are alone in one of the most magntfi' 
cent mausoleums in the world. The Medici have stretched 
forth tho iron hand clad in the silken glove, and claimed 
you, modest stranger of the nineteenth century. A won- 
derful family, keen, prudent, wicked, and liberal, expajid- 
ing from the vigorous root of the sagacious old citizen 
Cosimo, Pater Patiia, flowering in full splendor of power 
with Lorenzo the Magnificent, and the Grand-duke Cosimo 
I., and fading, with a few frcah offshoots, to deserved 
extinction with the foolish aud vicious youth who re- 
sembled only too much the spoiled children of the rich 
man's nursery. 

One of the most interesting figures of these last branches 
of tho family tree was the Grand-duke Ferdinand I. ; and 
to him posterity owes this jewel-box of a chapel. Fourth 
son of Duko Cosimo L, and educated as a cardinal, he 
succeeded his brother Francesco L, bringing with him the 
artistic culture of the Roman court. Ferdinand ridea his 
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bronze chai^r in the Piazza Annunziata, modelled by 
GioTanni d& Bologna, as King Victor Emanucle emba liia 
Bteed in the Piazza of the Old Market still surrounded lij 
the picturesque towers, huddling roofs, and loffffie, des- 
tined to be swept away by new Italy, giving place to Paris 
shop and glass-covered gaUeria, like Milan. The back- 
ground of association of Duke Ferdinand is more hanno- 
, niuus in the Flower City, and mellow sunshine falls on the 
] columns of the Church of the Annunziata, lingers on the 
I medallions of Luca della Robbia above the great Hospital 
\ of the Innocents on the left hand of the statue, and deepens 
j the shade about the massive entrance of the bishop's pal- 
\ ace on the right hand. " For the glory of my race ! " 
y proclaims Duke Ferdinand, extending his sccplre over 
I the city. He further embellished Florence by bringing 
\ the Venus de' Medici, the family of Niobe, the wrestlers, 
and the knife-grinder from the Villa Medici at Rome. 
Nor did his ambition cease with these acquisitions. He 
made a law that on all mountains, shores, and valleys of 
Tuscany any person of whatever condition who apjiropri- 
ated transparent amethyst, jasper, or chalcedony should 
be compelled to pay a fine of fifty tcudt, and serve at tlie 
galleys for a term of ton years. These prohibitions de- 
fined with especial severity the Podesteria of Baiga, the 
Vioariats of .Scarperia, Firenzuola, and Palazzuola, with 
the CommisBariato of Volterra. 

What pictures the princely sentence brinps before the 
luind! The little city of Barga, built in the Middle Ages 
Up among the enfolding hills of the Garfagnnna region, 
defying all invading armies with her gates closed, whose 
ftons go forth to sell plaster images to distant lands, grind 
Organs, and engage in other crafts to gather the frugal 
Competence that will enable them to return to their own 
Vineyards, olives, and chestnut woods in old age, recurs 
to memory with a jmrty of English tourists from tho Baths 
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of Lucca, climbing the patb in summer weather, mounte 
on donkeys. 

Scarperia, in the Mngello, on the slopea of the Apt 
nines, has still the indiiatry of making the native cutlei) 
which has flourished here since the fourteenth century."? 
The pocket-knife wielded in Sardinia, the Maremmn, andfl 
Modena, aa well aa in Florence, is tar too cheap, convcii»J|^ 
ient, and. durable for the quarrels of a hot-blooded raoAHg 
The lady glancing oTcr the terrace wall of her villa in the* 
Bubui'bH, and gathering her little brood of cliildren more 
closclj about her, refi-aina from reproving the band of 
audacious buys from the slums of the town stealing figs 
on the alopCB below. ~ 

Mere urchins that they are, she feara they already c 
knii'cs. Ah, Scarperia of ugly fame, why does your cui 
lery not cost more dearly, and a aaving of human liSi 
result I 

In connection with the fiat of the (trand-duke Ferdlnanjl 
the image of the typical old lady traveller of this genon 
tion, whether English, Scotch, Irish, or American, again 
haunts the acenea of her unscrupulous depredations. 
the Gapitolino and Aventine hills alike, and in I>atli < 
catacomb, slie ateala the bits of gleaming stones in I 
mosaic pavements of the Cmsars, under the very nose < 
the most vigilant guards. Polished by Roman lapid 
ries, these trophies furnish the paper-weights and evi 
tables whieh form her souvenirs of travel. Conscientioi 
in other matters of the Christian code, the old lady in-i 
variably revels in the excitement incident to her nefarioui 
proceedings, and stows away morsels of alabaster of his- 
torical value in her pocket, slips cubes of vcrde-aiilico up 
her sleeve, and has been known to hug a fragment of red 
jasper under her left arm, concealed by the folda of » 
shawl. "I collected them all myself," she chuckles, , 
ing complacently at her shining hoard, and betraying i 
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Watennelon (Via del Cocomoro), where the craft was fol- 
lowed for a time. 

The belU have ceased to ring, and you are alone in the 
Chapel of the Princes. The chronicle of Settimanni is a 
more agreeable companion than the dejected cicerone, 
whose very voice has a threadbare sound. 

" On the 6tli of August, 1604, the Serenlssimo Grand-tluke 
Ferdinand I. choae a s[K}t near the Church of San Lorenzo 
whereon to build a sumptuous chapel, and came willi nil hia 
court on Friday, day of the holy passion of our Seigneur, to the 
place, to witness the ceremony of giving to tlie Signer Prince 
Don Cosimo, his eldest son, a gold spade, with which the latter 
dug some earth of the foundatioDs, and loaded a gilded basket 
with his own hand." 

The foundationa laid, the ceremonies terminated, and 
. the laltor of building commenced, the Grand-duke eaiil, 
Qui sard il nostra fine, — ^ " Here will be our end." In 
January he gave further orders for a rich chapel to be 
built behind the choir of the church, which was designed 
by Giovanni de' Medici, who understood architecture, and 
executed by Matteo Nigetti, sculptor. Note the jasper of 
Barjra and Sicily, with granite of Elba and Corsica 
wrought into pavement, and the incrustation of those 
seven imposing sepulchres of the dead Medici. Cosimo 
n. has, in addition, a cushion set with precious stones, — 
rubies and topaz, in Oriental chalcedony and jasper of 
Cyprus. Note the thread of history connecting each 
around tlte walls, in the arms of the towns subject to their 
rule, escutcheons of Chinsi, Siena, Mont«pu!ciano, or 
Borgo San Sepolcro, inlaid with lapis-laKuli, agate, 
mother-of-pearl, giallo-antico, and verde-antico. 

Duke Ferdinnnd levied tribute on the shores and moun- 
tains of Tuscany to decorate his tomb; yet these did not 
BuSice, and if the flint pebbles of the Amo bed were util- 
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izcd ia the tints ri^qiiisite for laurel, olive, and myrtle 
branches, he sought farther afield, as did King Solomon 
when he built the Temple, for the red agate of Goa, the 
green jasper of Candia, Egyptian granite, transparent ala- 
baster, carnelian, and chalcedony of the East. Admira- 
tion of the splendor of his design touches us even now in 
Ilie stillDcss of the Chapel of the Princes so long after he 
las found here a fitting resting-place. " Here will be our 
end ! " Surely the lustre and blended hues of precious 
Marbles are more beautiful touched by the sunshine and 
caressed by the winds of Italy than in other lands, unless 
Iwneath the blue sky of Greece. 

X)uke Ferdinand sought to preserve the name of his 
fainily in such imperishable form as pletra-Jura. He 
•lied, leaving the task uncompleted, and the electress- 
palatine, in her time, as last member of the house, fin- 
ished the chapel. She ordered Jadot, director of the royal 
Works, in 1740, to gather together all the materials requi- 
site:, and have the cupola painted. 

The bells once more sway in the campanile. "A 

*iioan and unimpressive sanctuary is San Lorenzo," they 

scom to insist, with shrill clamor. Have you forgotten 

that the old pai'ish church was the Cathedral of Florence 

^^ one time, and rebuilt by the libeiulity of Giovanni dc' 

^e^lici ? On this so-called squalid piazza, crowded with 

*St»ob!e shops of clothing and old furniture, magnificent 

**Pviiionics took place when Pope Clement VII. sent to 

'l>e ahrine of his family the gift of fifty vases, containing 

•^lica of saints for the altar of San Lorenzo before which 

*''^p8 Cosimo, Pater Patriie. In November of the year 

*-"32 the canon of San Lorenzo was ordered to receive the 

'"^Inificent donation, which had been first deposited at the 

'**Oiia8tery of Annalena, Accordingly, on the 14th of 

"'e month the fifty vases, made of sardonyx, agate, crys- 

^1) carnelian, and amethyst, with silver bandies and lids, 




were borne on a platform covered with gold cloth from the 
monastorT to the church by a procession of the clergj-, 
magiatratca, and people, and deposited in the sacred 
edifice. 

The day of Saint Lawrence wears on to evening, throngh 
all the gorgeous transitions of light and color of the sum- 
mer sunset. A cool twilight ensues such !is Dante strolled 
forth in to enjoy the evening hour in the Piazza of the 
Duomo. The town acquires the dignity and austerity of 
aspect of bygone centuries in the softly gatTiering shad- 
ows. One would not be astonished if the thin, keen face 
of Savonarola gazed forth from the cowl of yonder monk, 
only the brown robe and knotted cord proclaim the latter 
a Franciscan. How could true followers of "sweet Saint 
Francis of Assisi " have ever been notable for persecut- 
ing a Savonarola ? To meet Michelangelo glancing at 
Ghiberti's bronze doors, fit gateway of Paradise, or Ghi- 
berti looking at Bnmelleschi'a dome with futile jealoiwy, 
would occasion no surprise in the haimts sacred to the 
memory of these great men. 

Piero di Ncri Acciagnoli paces yonder with measured 
tread, wearing his tunic of gold brocade of Alexandria 
sweeping in stiff folds to the groimd, fastened with silver 
buttons, and his mantle of crimson damask and hood. 
Piero di Pazzi turns toward the Borgo degli Albizi at 
this hour, — the noble gentleman wlio possessed such a 
retentive memory that he could repeat aloud the ^^eid 
of Virgil, or the orations of Livy, as the late blind Duke 
of Sermoneta declaimed whole cantos of the "Divina* 
Commedia." 

In the Street of the Watermelon, who so wiry and gay 
as the antiquarian ? Hia cat shares his mood. The 
antiquarian has banished his winter coat bordered with 
fur in favor of a silky lightness of texture. He holds a 
small mosaic box in his fingers, and is polishing the sur- 
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face with a bit of leather. The bos is finished in ebony 
and adorned with a si»i'ig of !ily-of-t he- valley on the panels. 
You hare never seen mere commonijlace modern mosaic 
in the shop of the antiquarian, and pause to inspect the 
object The coincidence of the trifling specimen of an 
art elaborated in the Chapel of the Princes being thus 
thrust upon your notice, as it were, induces immediate 
purchase at a very reasonable price. You carry it home 
with a sentiment of interest never before experienced in 
mosaic. The antiquarian rubs hia thin, wrinkled hands 
together with a proffs8iona,l gesture, pausing on the thresh- 
old of his shop. The cat cuts a caper, giving a feline 
boimd full of grace in the air, then subsides to a quies- 
cent rubbiug of arched back and sides against the patron's 
leg. The words of the shop-keeper follow the purchaser, 
"This is a jewel-box, and very old." 

Musing on San Lorenzo and the Chapel of the Princes, 
you place the box on the inevitable table, mounted in g^lt 
and adorned with the familiar magnolia blossom of petri- 
fied Oriental wood in the centre. Yon never anticipated 
being tempted to purchase more FloiTntine mosaic. San 
Lorenzo is responsible for the folly. No; it is not a 
jewel-box, but a reliquary, with a bit of shrivelled parch- 
ment bound with tinsel thread, concealed beneath a slide 
in the bottom, and thus resembles those precious vaaes 
sent by Pope Clement VII. to the altar of the parish 
church of the Medici. From the design on the lid spring 
alt the cabinets and tables strewn with birds, flower gar- 
lands, musical instruments, and bands of tripping muses, 
that have gone forth into the world. 

The bells of San Lorenzo resound through all the adja- 
cent streets, claiming a haughty precedence of other notes, 
Tiiere is no holy and sweet cadence in their metallic 
utterance. Tlie shade of the pious matron of the fourth 
century, kneeling at the portal of the sanctuary, may 
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murmur low in the summer twilight, "Lordj keep my 
memory green." The electreas-palatine, gathering the 
voluuio of sound of all the bells of the lofty campanile, 
still proclaims, "For the glory of my race." 

IT. A POT op GERANIOM. 

"Come with me to look at one of God's ladders to 
heaven." Such is the invitation of the artist on the 
November morning, pausing before the Florence Window, 
sketchbook and color -box in hand. 

The artist is of American birth, and Florentine by adop- 
tion. A sympathetic and robust personality, she shwis 
rather than courts public recognition, and dreams life 
away in her studio of the wide Viale with the keen, 
northern light, or haunts gallery, garden wall, frescoed 
cloister, some nook of palace court and stairway, as the 
seasons pass the ebbing grains of the hour-glass. For 
her, and such as she, the Flower City still spreads her 
richest banquet of artistic enjoyment. "I like to walk 
through the Street of the Watermelon," she muses. 
" I am here a humble follower of a ]>hantom host of the 
great ours, those earlier brothers, the artists. I should 
like to shake hands with Donatcllo on this very spot, and 
exchange the time of day with old Cimabue, in his peaked 
hood. Stay! J am the ghost, and they are the reality. 
They are still here, while I, the feeble shadow, am not 
Do you ever think of that when you look out of the case- 
ment on the Shrine of the Five Lamps at midnight ? " 

"Yes," we reply. 

The artist laj)ses into more profound revery as her 
gaze strays half wistfully in the direction of tJie Duomo. 
Sudden discontent clouds her strongly marked, sun- 
bronzed features. " Courage ! In a future state you will 
sorely know, and be one of them," we hasten to add. 
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" Whore is situated your celestial ladder of this morning, 
O drouiucr of dreams ? " 

She smiles and makes a slight grimace of relenting 
homor. "A church tower," she explains in a brusque 
tone- " I am miiking a study of all the Florentine 
campanile." 

"The guidebooks state that there are eighty-six or 
BCVGQ churchi-s," wo interpose warningly. 

" When I have comjilctt-d my series of water-color draw- 
ings some critic will prefer the gentle art of amateur pho- 
tography," the artist pursues. "Come along,'* 

" Possibly more speedy recognition of talent might have 
fallen to the share of most of us hod we lived at an earlier 
day," we suggest, as we emerge into Uio street. "This 
la such a gifteil as well as crowded ago, you know." 

"An age of art necdio-worki Who buys all the em- 
broidered cushions and perfumed sachets in the world * 
How can the supply possibly be exhausted ? Ah, the 
needle and the distufF are still sad enemies uf the brush 
uid tlte pencil, as Caterina Ginnasi suid. " 

The idea of having been born out of time, and destined 
to thrive better in another generation, tickles the fancy of 
the artist, and aDTonls food for whimsical speculation all 
shmg the Via Ccrretani, the Via Itundinelli, and the Via 
Tomabnoni, to the Trinilii Bridge, where she pauses ab- 
ni[>tly to rifle the basket of the brown little flower- 
woman of marigolds, copper-hued, with goldt-n disks. 
** What wonid existence be worth without daffodils, prim- 
roftOfl, and marigolds ? " she exclaims, selecting a bunch 
of riehegt tinte. "Better a crust of native bread, un- 
Cklted, in (be Flower City than gloomy skies, mud, and 
nin elsewhere I" 

A marked trait of character of this plain, ratlior mas- 
culine woman, with the short, curling hair, ia that she is 
•eldom devoid of a fresh flower attached to thu breast of 




k 



the way across tha bridge, along the Via Santo Spirito 
to the narrow V^ia MafFei, where she pauses before a small 
house and rings the bell of the most diminutive of doors. 
"The church tower is that of Santo Spirito. Did vou 
imagine I was about to plant a camp-stool in the middle 
of the square to sketch it ? " 

In response to the cautious inquiry of the mistress of 
the house, Citi e ? (" Who is it ? ") and satisfactory expla- 
nation, we ascend on external flight of stone steps, much 
worn and broken, to a tiny apartment. The hostoss, a 
little woman with a sallow visage and a pair of eager, 
restlesa black eyes, receives us with innate grace of 
manner. The interior is of a dainty cleanliness: the red 
tiles of the floor have been freshly polished with oil, 
vinegar, and sawdust: and a crisp muslin curtain drapes 
the window. An ivory crucifix, mounted oij an ebony 
cross of finely executed workmanship, and having the 
milky whiteness of a freshly peeled almond, hongs on the 
wall. On a table and faded sofa lie billows of antique 
lace, frostwork pattern aud creamy fold defined by a dark 
cloth. 

The little woman is a trinaja (lace-vender), and a glance 
at her deft yellow fingers suggests how skilfully this hu- 
man spider mends broken meshes, belonging to the ward- 
robe of great ladies, tinges the Venetian point a deeper 
tint, or spreads her own modest store to tempt purchasers, 
with a wheedling insistence of manner. " A/ft-An of true 
point d' aiguille t A priest's cope ? No? This flounce of 
Renaissance lace, period of Rafi'aelo of Urbino, then ? " 
the trinaja coaxes, a sudden brilliant smile on her thin 
face, revealing white teeth. 

"No, Elena! I wish to admire your pot of geranium 
this morning, and make a drawing of the Campanile of 
Santo Spirito from the kitchen window." 
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''iUiDgly, Signora." 
The LostcBs thrusta aside the filmy and heavy laces, and 
leads the way to a miniature kitcheu whieh mukea a jiicture 
iQ itself. The room ia narrow and small, the projecting 
chimacy occupying one aide over the primitive Florentine 
hearth, where a coal glows in a tiny aperture. Several 
culinary utensils of copper glisten on hooka on the wall, 
while an adjacent table holds a luaf of bread, a bundle of 
fresh salad, and several carrots and ouious. On the 
upposite side a tiny window, with a pot of geranium on 
the ledge, frames the church tower, rising slender and 
dark against the ftky. The humble casement overlooks a 
spacious garden where roses, myrtle, and heliotrope bloom 
in snnny nooks, sheltered by high walls and houses. 

"The geranium has more blosBoms," Elena an- 
nonnces, touching the pale pink stars with a tender pride 
K}i proprietjjrship. 

A tiny transparent snail-shclI is attached to a green 
leai, like a fairy mansion of pearl. When Elena addresses 
"the snail with injuries and reproaches, as a glutton in- 
tent on devouring her one poor plant, and is about to snap 
the parasite off into the garden below with finger and 
thumb, the artist restrains her from the act of violence. 

" Leave the poor snail in peace, Elena, for the fore- 
ground of my sketch. He only asks a little salad, a mor- 
eel of leaf of you. How would you like to be deprived of 
vour hunch of endivia yonder ? Remember the snail is 
also Italian." 

" Ah I What a ^ood soul ! " the trinaja retorts gayly, 
and nibbles a bit of the endive, aa if to prove the truth 
of the artist's assertion. 

The latter removes her hat, thrusts back her short curl- 
ing hair, and opens her ekctehbook on her knee. 
Elena clasps her hands on her breast with a dramatic 
I £Mur& " If I were a lady, I would have rich flowers and 
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rare plants all about me everywliere 
to many jewels. " 

"So would I," assents the artist. 

The little woman nods, flita away, and presently rel 
carrying Giotto's Campanile, caired in ivory. The hus- 
band ia a worker in ivory, with considerable artistic abil- 
ity, and timca are dull for trade. He has wrought for 
years on this hand's breadth of tower, in leianre moments 
and on holidays, hoping to send it to some world's ex- 
hibition. Elena holds up the toy to the Bunsbine, and a 
soft, rosy glow permeates the airy sti'ucture. She scruti- 
nizes it with an expression of acorn and mockery. "Now 
that the thing is flnialicd, there is no place for it at 
Paris or London," she mutters. "Leonardo asks five 
hundred fi^anca. Bah! He will be lucky if he ever gets 
two hundred franca." 

"Some rich prince travelling through Italy may buy the 
tower," suggests the artist, encouragingly. "You brought 
it out just to show how much more beautiful is the 
of Leonardo than anything I may hopo to achieve in 
study of tlie Campanile of Santo Spirito. 

Elena laughs and tosses her head slightly, as she places 
the treasure on the table. Mistress of all subtleties of 
hmnan expression, as concealing thought, the shrewdy 
sharp thruat of her visitor has nearly surprised her into 
confession of doubt if the labors of any stranger can 
equal native talent 

She ia a curious and a characteristic type, this trinaja, 
with all the duplicity and nimble address of the lady's- 
maid, as an endowment of nature, combined with a cer- 
tain amoimt of refined enjoyment of the beautiful and 
the artistic. Iler birthplace was Ihe Romagna, and her 
mistress, a noble lady of Ravenna, bad reared this hi 
maiden in her town palace and on her country 
where the fashions of the eighteenth century still lij 
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and 0x9 peasant vomen spun tlie heavy linen that fur- 
nished a portion of the dowry of the daughters of the 
houue. Imbued with that spirit of discontent of the 
alien forced to abide in one province of the kingdom 
whE^n a native of another, which is still noticeable in 
Italians, Elena wa« well married to the youn^ Floreutine 
worker in ivory, and no doubt given a portion. Why was 
a Tiiflcan husband cliosL>n for lior instead of a man of her 
own country? Was she a diin^eroua tool, removed with 
all jMJSsible discretion of suitable settlement in life from 
that patriarchal mansion at Ravenna, where the mistress 
inspected (he stores of linen, and the master loitered at 
tlic club all day ? Hungering for a splendor of luxury 
altogether above her station, prone to moods of sarcasm 
and excitement followed by a reaction of despondency, 
visionary, bitterly envious of pros|)crity or happiness in 
others, she delights in the trade of lace-vender, taken up 
at A lime of need, when the irksome routine of service 
would irritate her restless spirit Tlie very chances of 
the day of selling nothing at all, or of reaping a harvest 
of ready sales, cxhilaratcii her. Life, as a lottery of haz- 
ard, blank dlsapiiointment, and brilliant success charms 
her imagination. There is something feline about her; 
und this miniature interior, su dainty, clean, and attrac- 
tive, must Ire an imcomfortablc abode for the little hus- 
band and the little son, subject t{i sharp rccriouiuatiou 
and sudden stonn-giists of feminine temper. 

"1 have one boy, "she states, in rcspttnse to inquiries 
c^nconiing her family. "Dante must enter the army or 
the service of the telegraph, with suitable influence. If 
I hod a girl, I would shut her up in a convent until the 
day of her marriage. Eh ! the Florence street* are a bad 
Rchnol fur any girl." 

llie sound of priests chanting k'Comcs audible In the 
kitchen. 
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"Yes; it is the funeral cortege of tlie majjr of artill 
to the railway station. Poor man ! Two days ago he was 
in good health, and now he is dead. Mai di petto (con- 
gestion of the lungs), you understand, and then tlie miliar! 
fever set in, and all hope was over. It is atwayu like 
that, from our late King Victor Emanuele to his son, the 
Duke of Aosta. Even the blood-letting of our bravest 
doctors does not save them." 

Elena makes this explanation, with her head hold on 
one side in a meditative attitude. The chanting swells 
louder, passes the house, and dies away in the distance, 
merging into the funeral dirge of military music. 

"What a farce it all is, the singing, the candles, and 
the incense ! " the lace-woman adds, her thin lips curling 
into a satirical smile. 

You observe her with surprise. She is a sceptic, then, 
dwelling here in the shadow of the old church ? 

The artist mixes colors on a tiny porcelain palette. 
"The Frate of Santo Spirito are the landlords of Elena," 
she suggests slyly. 

The thin, dark little face of the hoatcse changes swiftly. 
"I wish the Frate would mend the tiles," she remarks, 
with recurring laughter and turn of mood to good-humor, 
as capricious as her frowns. 

Here the cat of the household vaults on the window- 
ledge from some convenient projection of adjacent wall, 
peers in the narrow casement with round yellow eyes, as 
if reconnoitring the premises, whisks deftly around the 
pot of geranium without disturbing a leaf, and bounds in- 
to the arms of the mistress. The antmal, large, plump, 
and gray in hue, understands life in its own fa.shion, 
asking only shelter and human companionship of the lace- 
woman, prowling over the roofs as a pastime, and foraging 
for small game with remarkable success, to judge by the 
sleek proportions of ita body. A descent to terra firma 
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vould posBcss no attractions to Pussy save for one power- 
ful allurement, — to sit on the wall and taunt to the 
verge of distraction the dogs of the adjacent garden is a 
diversion that never fails to enliven the cat, varied by- 
stealthy descents to the grass of the enemy's territory. 
A frantic dash, growl, and scramble across tlie garden 
ensues, the brood of puppies whimpering with excitement 
in the rear, and too young to join in the sport ; and the 
gray cat is once more perched on the wall, with a mien 
of cool impertinence and abstraction, as who should say, 
" Can you possibly be barking at me ? " 

" Sometime the fierce dogs will catch thee," Elena ad- 
monishes, caressing the pet. 

The cat replies, with a conceited manner, and as plainly 
as a cat can, while briskly purring thanks for any interest 
in the matter, "Is that your opinion?" 

Sunshine penetrates the narrow kitchen window. The 
scent of flowers floats up from the old garden, and mingles 
■with the fragrance of the sturdy geranium plant on the 
ledge. The ivory campanile on the table glows golden 
yellow in the light, while beyond, the salad-leaves acquire 
an emerald green tint 

The aromatic and pungent odors of the geranium carry 
imagination far from the spot to the margin of the Medi- 
terranean Sea, where the limpid waves lapse about inlet 
and promontory of tawny red rocks, and the vigorous 
geranium clings to every terrace of garden wall in luxu- 
riant growth. On the Riviera alone does this humble 
friend of the poor, adorning windows in pots, acquire a 
right to belong to such exalted company as the palm, the 
olive, citron, and myrtle, A bell sends forth a prolonged 
and liquid note, and in thought, even while gazing at the 
shaft of tower from the casement, we quit the side of the 
artist, traverse the street, and gain the Piazza of Santo 
Spirito. 
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The space ia tranquil and pleasant to the eye, with s( 
lingering remnant of green shrubs and trees in autuion 
weather, a fountain glistening, and a group of women 
Hoated together knitting and gossiping as they watch 
the children at plaj\ Unlike the gray, arid desolutiiin of 
the wind-swept I'lazza Santa Croce, the picturesque aiiii 
lofty palaces surrounding the Square of Santo Spirito do 
not redeem the enelosure from a modern aspects The 
yellow and brown leaves fall noiaeleasly from a withered 
tree about the group of women. Saint Martin's Day ! The 
soft languor of the second summer broods over this nook 
of the town, shut in by tall houses terminating in project- 
ing roofs and loji/ie, painted with half-cfEaeed frescos. 
The bells buret forth with a sudden clamor iu honor of San 
Martino. The popular saint of the Middle Ages, the sol- 
dier who shared his cloak with the bcgyiar at Amiens on a 
cold night, embodying all benevolence in charity, is pleas- 
antly associated in Italy with the hazy warmth of still 
November days. What varied memories tlieir clamor 
evokes on this spot! Here was held the fair of the Guild 
of Wool on the Festa of San Martino, the 11th of Novem- 
ber, until the year 1452, when it was transferred to SantA 
Croce. 

The church is vast, stately, and cold, — a repellent edi- 
fice, where the closing door awakens hollow echoes, shut- 
ting out hopelessly the mellow world of sunshine of Saint 
Martin's Day, and deserted, in appearance, save for the 
presence of a few desultory worshippers. The interior is 
a polished temple of precious marbles, icy pavement, 
fine pictures, and vast aisles of columns ; but it possesses 
neither the quaint attractiveness of the little Church of the 
Apostles on the quaint Piazza del Limbo, reputed to have 
been endowed by Charlemagne, nor the calm beauty of 
Santa Maria Novella. In our day, with the Passion Play 
of Ober-Ammergau as the liugeriug remnant of religious 
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spectacles dramatized, let us pause beneath the dome of 
Santo Spirito, listening to the melody of the bells. 

In 1470, Galeazzo Sforza, Duke of Milan, accompanied 
by his diichesa and court, paid a visit to Lorenzo the 
Magnificent. The item of history is sufficiently sngROs- 
tive. The duke travelled over the pass of the Apennine 
with litters, mules richly caparisoned, soldiers, pagea, 
and dogs and falcons of the chase. The reception of the 
courtly Lorenzo was suited to guests of sueh luxury, and 
the Flower City was made to wreathe herself in smiles for 
one of the powerful friends and dangerous adversaries of 
the age, in the petty warfare of the small Italian States. 
Florence acquitted herself gracefully of the task imposed 
upon her of exercising a princely hospitality, as she 
has received since many a sovereign ruler of diverse 
nationalities. 

Among the entertainments devised on this occasion by 
the Signory and the people, three sacred spectacles were 
given, to the great admiration of the Lombard mind: the 
Annunciation of the Virgin was enacted in the Church of 
San Felice, the descent of the Holy Spirit to the Apostles 
In the Church of Santo Spirito, and the ascent of Christ 
into heaven at the Carmine. The quaint rustic Imper- 
sonation of Biblical scenes on summer days among the 
Bavarian hills must yield precedence in splendor to 
tlioee earlier pageants of Italian churches. To-day 
Xanto Spirito is silent and cold. We may muse on tlie 
tradition tliat Luther, a humble pilgrim monk, on his 
way to Rome, preached here, and find some echo of his 
threatening voice in the reverberations of the closing 
«ioor. 

Galeazzo and Lorenzo, no doubt emulating each other 
in exchange of compliments and deeper diplomatic dis- 
siraulation, surrounded by the throng of ladies, sparkling 
"With jewels, once sat in the then existing older church, 
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to enjoy the pageant prepared by Maestro Cecca the «fl 
ginoer, on the memorable day March 22. By meaua of 
those mcchanicjil contrivances which suggest the later 
achievements of Leonardo da Vinci and modern stage 
scenery, the space above the choir of the sanctuary was 
converted into a sky, where angels hovered amid rosy 
clouds reaching up to the giddy height of roof, studded 
with stars. These seraphic beings — pretty boys of the 
age of thirteen years — flew about^ or turned in mazy, 
harmonious measures to the strains of sweet music, join- 
ing hands in revolving circles, or moving softly with 
arms entwined, as one beholds them in ancient pictures 
and in the frescos of a cupola. At the summit sat the 
Padre Etemo enthroned, with Christ on His right hand. 
Cherubs of eight years old fluttered about the tlironc, 
holding in their midst the dove. Below was arranged a 
chamber, illuminated with torches, in which sat the 
Apostles and the Madonna at a supper-tahle, in easy and 
natural postures. In the space nearer the pavement, a 
box or pavilion held the actors who declaimed the dif- 
ferent portions of the fe»ta. At a suitable moment the 
luminous dove held by the cherubs floated down to the 
group of expectant Apostles. Garlands of oil-lamps were 
placed amid the clouds and decorations, shedding abroad 
scintillations of radiance which amply satisfied the snmj 
ous Duke of Milan and the bland Tyrant of Florence, 
used to electric globes, gas, and magnesium wire. 

Behold! ihefegta terminated, the guests and the crowd 
departed, a porter, who deserves a place in the history 
of the city as own brother of the facckino of the public 
squares of to-day, set fire to a socket of wood among the 
draperies, and the entire Church of Santo Spirito was 
burned to the foundations. K we cross the aisle to that 
altar, we may still contemplate with respect the wooden 
cmcilir alone saved from the conflagration, when even 
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stone crumbled in the intense beat, — a fact inspiring 
TcneratioD of the relic in the popuIati<»i. 

From what source emanates oar first ragoe belief that 
vast and frequent incendiarisni has not visited Italian 
towns, with their narrow streets, towers, and damp for- 
tress wiiLla ? The pages of Malespini and Villimi make 
friMiueut allusion to fires, as now de«tn>)iiig several pal- 
aces and half of a street in the yicinitjr of the Porta Bossa; 
again as damaging the building of the Guild of Wool, in 
the rear of the Chui-ch of Or San Michele, or as in 1331, 
on the eve of the Festa of Saint John, baming all the 
shops of the Ponte Vccchio, and occasioning the death of 
two bovs. How did such fires occur in these medixval 
mansions, where furniture consisted of a few benches, 
chairs, and tables, and master and mistress ate from the 
same trencher, lighted by the torch held by an attendant ? 
Petroleum did not then exist, as utilized to illuminate 
austere interiors; but the lucema, fed by olive-oil, may 
hare ignited the store of flasks in the cellars, and imndles 
of straw from the country property. Hose, ladder, and 
engine, with the trim corps of pompi'tri in oniform and 
helmet, did not then answer the aiimraona of the telephone, 
and such prirailivc water-dipping from well, ciHtern, or 
ri*"er as the warriors and citinens of the Middle Ap-s 
exercised, was iuaufFicient to quench the furious confia- 
grationa (hat consumed entire quarters of the town. 

Other relics arc treasured in chill Santo Spirito, pos- 
sessiitg a curious historical interest. A leg and a foot of 
Saint Barnabas are here preserved, — a saint held in much 
rCTorenco by the Florentines as having aided the com- 
monwealth in time of war. 

In the year 1289, when Florence did battle with Arezzo, 
and the contest of Campaldino was pending, the priors of 
the city took a nap after the noonday meul, as was their 
custom, having watched during the preceding night in 
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doubt and anxiety of mind as to the issue of tlie con6ie(P 
There is an element of comfortable matiu-ity of burffher 
life in the picture. Tlie priora, having partaken of their 
noonday meal, nodded, dozed, forgetful of national troubles, 
none the less vital to their hearts because the world was 
then so small, and one city fought with another. Lol a 
clarion cry resounded through the drowsy noonday still- 
neaa of the council-chamber, and a voice uttered these 
words, "Arise! the Aretinea are defeated!" 

The priors awoke, rubbed their eyes, and sprang to their 
feet The town still dozed. No measenger had arrived in 
hot haatc from the field o£ battle, bearer of the glorious 
news, nor did he appear until the veaper bell rang of that 
memorable evening, when the Florentine victory was con- 
firmed. All were aware that Saint Barnabas had spoken, 
as clearest means of explanation of the spiritual teleg- 
raphy of the noonday. No wonder Santo Spirito cherishes 
the relic of so friendly a saint. 

If devoted disciples of Galileo severed the fingers of his 
right hand after death, still preserved in the Muaeiim, and 
Pico della Mirandola the younger fished in the waters of 
the Arno for the heart of Savonarola, after the ashes of 
the martyr had l}een cast from the Ponte Vecchio to the 
tide, why not a leg and a foot of good Saint Barnabas in 
Santo Spirito, who awakened the priora from their sitita 
to give them intelligence of victory ? Saint Barnabas was 
also made patron of La Scarperia, in Mugello, having 
peared in the clouds, aiding the Florentine army. 

" There ! I think I have got the autumn coloring tol 
ably well; and the mellow, golden tone of the horizoiil 
better than photography, after all ! " exclaims the ai 
putting a few finishing touches to her sketch. 

She rapidly encloses the study in the margin of windowj 

the pot of geranium bloom in the foreground witi 

a sweep of the brush, not omitting a dab of white paint oa 
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a leaf, in relief, for the tiny snail. Wo are back in tlie 
micruecopical kitchen of the trinaja, with the Bhaft of 
church tower visible, rising above the pot of geranium iu 
the narrow caaeinenL 

" A thuuBand thanks, Elena ! " adds the artist, putting 
np palette and brushes, "When I am rich I will rotura 
and buy all your laco." 

Glona smiles, is flaltercd by the use made of her kitchen 
window, and bids ua farewell with all possible grace of 
animation. 

At the door we meet the ivory-worfcer returning home. 
Ho is a short, stout luan, with blond Lair standing on 
end all over his bead like a thick brush, a sulky expres- 
sion, and a deep wrinkle across the brow. The husband 
of the lace-vendcr should hiivo l>oon .StentorcUo, the tvpical 
Florentine man-servimt, doslerous. Unscrupulous, and full 
of wilos. Elena stands at the summit of the flight of 
broken steps, her dainty buckled shoes, with the perilously 
high Louis Quinze becia, \'iaible to advantage. She greets 
hep mate iu a hissing whisiwr, — 

"I saw thco on the street with her just now! " 

**Eh! my cousin from Cortona, and un humst woman 
onougb," protests the ivnry-workcr, in a tone of irrllatiun. 

" She, or another ! What dcw^s it matter ? If the worst 
comes, there is always the river for me. Ah! I am weary 
weary of Uiy Florence! The air is so low and languid 
here, it stittes and kills mo by inches. Ovkt yonder in 
niy country of Ua^-L■^na pco{ilo are bealtfay and wise. It 
is I who tell Ihie Bo!" 

You glance at your companion imiuiringly, venturing 
to hint, "In the shadow of the church tower tragic posoi- 
bilitics Bocm pcriictuaUy to brood. The little lace-wouian 
is not one to die peacefully in her bed." 

The strong and serene features of the artist remain nn- 
distorbed, as she turns to gnzo at the sunlit campanile. 
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"Sunshine and shade, smiles and tears," sho respom 
" Whu knows but the music of the bells may yet leaj 
poor, wayward Elena to heaven ? " 
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On the apring day a gift is thi-ust upon the unwilling 
recipient of the Florence Window by the peasant buy Cecco, 
hia brown little face beaming with good-will, and the 
atrong white teeth of the dry crust and fruit eating race 
gleaming between ruddy lips. The gift is a blackbird 
in a little osier cage, "It is a trained blackbird [merla 
maestrata']," Cecco announces triumphantly. 

The boy utters a little clucking note coaxingly; and the 
blackbird, cocking its head on one aide, as if listeniag at- 
tentively, watching him with a bright, beady eye, begins 
to whistle melodiously a range of song, halting abruptly 
at the end. Cecco shares the pleasure of the bird amateur 
of all landa, the humble bullfinch of cottage homes, and the 
rich songster of the Thuringian forest, so welcome a mem- 
ber of the German family. 

The lad is a son of the contadino of a property situated 
on the slope of Mount Oliveto, and forms a member of a 
patriarchal family numbering sixteen, of thi'ee generations, 
dwelling together in the harmony of a bean and oil, 
polenta and cheese consuming household of weekly routine, 
with meat on Sundays. He is a heavily built boy of 
twelve years of age, and will grow to a vigorous manhood, 
capable of hard work in the fields and vineyards. In out- 
ward appearance he is as thoroughly and clumsily rustic 
in his coarse jacket, heavy boots, and weather-beaten hat- 
as if he dwelt in one of thrac hamleta perched on th^ 
slopes of the Apennines, reached by hom-s of slow climb — 
ing in a dilapidated and dusty diligenue, or amid th^ 
tobacco plantations of the district of Arezzo, instead o^ 
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descending the road to tlio gate of San Prediaiio, or gaining 
the Cascino by the auapcnsion bridge to sharo every public 
spectacle and fetta of thetoftn. The country thus encircles 
the Flower City, fringing her very walla with olive-treoB, 
iris, and poppies, the transition to fresh meadows and 
Hlretches of ri[M?ning grain being wholly devoid ot the 
pliuscs of unsightly suburbs characteristic of most capitals. 
Cecco is naively a country lad, yet from the stone farra- 
housp, painted yellow and huddled againHt the hill where 
J» was bom, with the barnyard and ricks of straws adja- 
cent at the gate ot the villa, he may see all the church 
towers and the city outspread below, with the airy shaft 
•"f the Palazzo Vccchio rising in dclicato tracery out of 
the silvery mists of morning fog. In the routine of tlic 
far life is still as primitive on the side of Ollvcto as it 
"sw for the Latin farmer who sowed and reaped in tranquil 
'Contentment, and aoiight his bed by the light of the stars, 
^ecco, barefooted and joyous, guides the gray oxen, muz- 
"^J"! with twigs of osier, that drag the plough through the 
"""i^ows beneath the olive-trees, in the early spring and 
***cr July or autumn sowing. He assists in gathering the 
Harvest of figs from the gnarled and venerable trees that 
^^'•'e bent lieneath a load of luscious fruit since he was 
'Ti, and has inflicted on himself many an attack of sore 
^'u-oat and fever by undue feasting on the small purple 
'^fiety with a deep red pulp. On the women of the houae- 
"^'d devolves the duty of drying in the autumn sun, out- 
P'^ad on hoards, and frequently sprinkled with caraway- 
"^ds, a humbler native fruit much prized by the town, — 
^Pccially at the season of the nut fairs, held at the gates 
"•^ring the Sundaya of Lent, — while not rivalling in qual- 
^ the figs of the" Orient. 

. lu September begins tliat exciting and anxious period 

j~ the existence of the contadino when the vineyards must 

Siiarded day and night, gun in hand, and accompanied 




by the faithful, if sinister, wulfish woolly dog of the pW 
ertj. No quarter must thea be accorded to the enemy 
either by the dog's fangs or the loaded weapon ; and the 
warfare waged baa all the briskness of perpetual skirmish- 
ing. The tempting c!uatci"s of ripening grapes sway in 
pendent masses of bloom and fi'agrance, purjile, black, 
and golden green, from the shrivelled vines ; and skurry- 
ing youth, with the instinct inherent in urchinbood of all 
lands, will ci-eep through a hedge and risk having every 
bone broken, not to mention heads, if only a coveted 
bunch may be rifled. Nay! theft occasionally reaches the 
magnitude of basket-loads, when lawsuits result, it being 
clearly proved that one's neighbor is not above reproach 
where grapes are in question. Our Cecco assists in the 
valiant defence of the soil, acting as scarecrow by day, 
while the father or married brother sleeps after the cease- 
less vigils of midnight. On more than one occasion be has 
put to flight some stealthy reprobate of his own age, with 
the dog at his heels, who has vaulted over a wall only to 
fall into the clutches of a couple of majestic carabinieri 
on the highway, pacing along intent on the same aim of 
protecting the vineyards. 

Later arrives the period of festivity in fruit-gathering 
and wine-making. In the rare seasons when the olive- 
trees yield an abundant harvest, Cecco must aid in kin- 
dling fires in the storehouse in severe winter weather, not 
fortheluxury of warming his own purple fingers, but to pre- 
vent the clear amber olive-oil from becoming chilled, and 
henceforth clouded in quality. Life has many festas for 
the boy whose purse is so light He is not too poor to eat 
pears and cheese together on occasion, — a favorite Tuscan 
ememhle ; while in winter he Boraetiraes buys a huge slice 
of sticky, brown chestnut cake of one of the venders who 
carry a dish and a stool about the streets and suburbs for 
the convenient sale of the delicacy. Sultry summer yields 
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him the revelry of a penny portion of watennelon in the 
vegetable shops outside the Porta Roniana. Many an illu- 
minatioD of town and hillside has Cccco witnessed, loiter- 
ing near the terrace walls of Eellosgiiardo, in company 
with his brothers, all einping stomelH and rlipeftt of inter- 
minable length, with the spontaneous bursting into song 
of the blackbird. 
The boy pipes briskly, — 



"A fine, handsome knife has been given to me, 
A head lo siinnount it, a charm at the end ; 
He who gave it lo me was my good little Tooj-." 



r The Duomo sparkles below in the valley as if a gigantic 
. net of fiery beads had been drawn over the bulb of cupola, 
while the campanile rises in the soft obscurity of dark- 
ness like a shaft of quivering flame, and fireworks burst 
in bouquets of parti-colored bombs, stars, and whirling 
wrcatlis on the Piazza Michelangelo. For the rest, he is 
a swift matutinal messenger, fetching a flask of rich 
milk, a dainty pat of butter stamped with the mysterious 
letters B. C, fresh eggs, a store of walnuts from the trees 
of the property, and occasionally salad, or the practical 
potato. Why has he brought the imhappy blackbird to 
mope, a prisoner, within the barred casement of the Street 
of the Watermelon, instead of greeting the summer dawn 
with his rich notes from his tiny cage, suspended on the 
wall of the farmhouse at home ? Was the boy actuated by 
the graceful instinct of the people in wishing to make a 
present, however modest, in acknowledgment of any favor 
I received ? Is there shrewd calculation of the approaching 
Pagqva (Easter), in the fhnisting of the blackbird on your 
I acceptance, — much as Montmorency, the dog, brought a 
' dpad water-rat to the supper-party in the Thames boat, 
[.acting according to his lights ? 

r merla dislikes the town," you demur. 
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Cecco laugihs incredulously. The actual sontimeDts of 
the merla in the ti-ausactiou have never occurred to his 
mind. 

" Pray take it hack to the countr; aud keep it, at least 
for the summer." 

Cecco shakes his head resolutely. His feelings are not 
wounded, but he docs not intend to take back the bird, 
fond as he was of feeding and training tlie pcL Easter !-■* 
80 near at hand. Like the foreign yomig ladv who is in- 
formed by the whole smiling family that the last baby al 
the porter's wife is to be named for her as a tribute to 
her amiability, you wonder what may be exiiected of you 
in the future. 

"Impossible! " says Cecco, with another shake of the 
head. "BesideB, I am goiug to Mass now." 

" Ah ! Perhaps you are an acolyte ? " 

"No; Pippe [a younger brother] serves at the Mass." 

"Doubtless your family attends service at San Vito in 
Campagna ? " 

" Oh, no I We all go to the Carmine. " 

Now, the little weather-beaten sanctuary of San Vito, 
with the russet-hued belfry furnished with loud jangling 
bells, nestled on the slopes of Bellosguardo between the 
Villas Niccolini and Nuti, is the parish chm-ch of the 
country-side, and the great events of life, birth, marriage, 
or death, will be marked for little Cecco in that temple; 
Attendance at the superb and lofty Church of the Carmine 
on the part of the rustic lad surprises and amuses a trifle. 
You follow him through the labyrinth of narrow bywraj-B 
of the Old Market-place and Ghetto, along a mcdiieval 
alley which is like a mere fissure in the masonry, and 
suggestive even now of the lurking assassin of former 
times, and the stealthy flight of the thief of to-day to the 
Lung' Arno Acciajuoli, and thence across the Triniti 
Bridge. How grateful the shade of the opposite Lung' Amo 
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Guicciardiui usually, with the vivid and rich contrast uf 
coloring of the long line of buildings shining of a golden 
yellow tint in the sunny glow, with reflections in the river 
below! To-day fog lingers after a long period of rainy 
weiither, and the tones of both hanks are neutral and dull. 
The brink of the Ponte Carraia is reached, the Borgo San 
Frediano traversed, and the Piazza Carmine opens before 
yea, swathed in mists.' 

The square is irregular in form, arid, unkempt. Bar- 
rows of venders of small wares and loads of household 
/uiTiiture dragged by vociferating poi-ters seem to con- 
tend for supremacy on the spot. The sunshine lies warm 
on this southern exposui-e, and ragged forms gather to 
eiijoy the genial warmth. Beyond the limit of palace to 
^e westward lies a No Man's Land, where the pedestrian 
^""^ist not venture, — the Florentine Ghetto, Seven Dials, or 
Pive Points, since the demolition of the Old Market, where 
P**^erty and crime herd, crushed hack to the limit of town 
""^-ll. In this unattractive, even unsightly place, devoid of 
*™*iib8, foimtain, and statue, and with that mildew stain 
^^ San Frediano quarter on the margin, the church, with 
foiigli^ unfinished fa<;ade, stands at the farther extremity, 
^•^ Ho wise beautiful externally, unless for grandeur of 
'***«> cnsions. 

Cittle Ceeco cannot take the blackbird back to the coun- 
ty again in the tiny cage, because he is going to attend 
^^Ss in the Church of the Carmine, 

On such slender threads of incident does thought turn 
***■ the wayfarer in the Flower City, clothing faded images 
*'*li fresh colors for each now-eomer, and affording food 
'*'■ musing speculation. The Carmine inspires a sudden 
***! vivid interest in your mind. Along the route and 
*^en across the river the bells have summoned you to con- 
^ttiplation of an ancient shrine, and to a consideration of 
^^ antiquity of the Carmelite order. The sanctuary reBto 
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embalmed in the siinsliine, fog, and rain of the softly lape- 
ing centuries, while the bells ring. Formerly thrust 
beyond the boundary of city wall, the Florentine Bishop 
Giovanni laid the foundation-stone of the sacred edifice in 
1262. Cione Tifa di Rinieri Vernacci, of the parish of 
San Felice, and parent of that Mcsser Petrello of tho 
Ghibeiline faction who signed the treaty of peace between 
Guelph and Ghibeiline, on the Piazza Santa Maria Novella, 
in the presence of the Latin legate, left money for the piir- 
poae of completing tlie church. His testament was fulfilled 
by his widow, Donna Agnes. These stones must have been 
cemented together Into a completed whole very slowly, for 
the first ceremony of consecration did not take place until 
the year 1436, when Pope Eugenius IV. deputed Bishop 
Ambianense, aided by Pra Ludovico Mairini of Lucca, 
while some further rites took place in 1438 under Fra 
Natale, Bishop of Venice. 

The fog drifts in low curling wreaths across the open 
space, now drawing close an impenetralile curtain of white 
vapor, and again lifting to reveal glimpses of moving 
shapes, portions of buildings, hints of boundaries more 
suggestive than complete disclosure. 

In a group of pedestrians approaching the American 
church for the customary Sunday service, located in a 
nook of the Carmine wall, like the nest of certain sea-birds 
attached to a cliff, is a lady wearing an eccentric costume 
composed of richly blended striped stuffs. Lo ! she is not a 
modem traveller, but the transient embodiment, dawning 
and vanishing in the fog, of the earlier travellers from afar, 
the Carmelites, clad in those Oriental robes of the her- 
mits of Mount Carmel which displeased the grave Floren- 
tines, as too much resembling the garb of the penitf nta and 
prisoners of that century. The personality of these Eastern 
pilgrims must have possessed a charm to Italy as picta- ■ 
reaiiue as their odd garb. Belonging to a religious ord 
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older than the birth of Christ, founded by the Prophet 
Elijah on Mount Carrael, they fled to Europe in 1242, 
driven fiom Palestine by the Saracenic invasion. They 
were received at Venice, Bologna, and Brescia, where 
communities were established. 

The lady in the conspicuous dress vanishes in the door 
of the American church. The Carmelite monk of past 
centuries was forced to lay aside his striped robe and 
assume a brown garb, with a white mantle. 

Now the shaft of the campanile pierces the soft mists, 
and the dome of the church looms through the pervading 
obscurity. The voice of the bells chimes the strokes of 
"the years, the passing knell of the centuries. Charity is 
the burden of the melodious cadence of this belfry. The 
linked note of history is that the first song emanating from 
the tower sounded in 1396, while the arms of the Albert! 
sculptured on the edifice lead to the supposition of building 
Ijy this noble family. Another record is that Maestro 
"TommaBo de Parrino, who fused the first bell, repaired it 
Sn October, 1435. The bells were all given by charity, the 
names of the donors being inscribed on the metal, and the 
number receiving addition in April of the same year. 

The fog shifts and dissolves capriciously, as if dispersed 
l)y the pealing of the bells. The steps and great portal of 
"the church become suddenly visible, crowded with groups 
of loiterers. Little Cecco enters. How magnificent is 
tho interior of the Carmine in contrast with the chill and 
anstere seclusion of Santo Spirito! The place is warm 
with clouds of incense, colored frescos, gilded cornices 
and altars, and elaborately carved marble tomljs. The 
rustic lad might well be awed, and feel himself ill at ease 
in this splendid temple of the town, preferring to seek bis 
own sphere in the little parish church of Han Vito in 
Campagna. Not at all. Cecco walks deliberately up the 
rast nave, his quick glance roving about from side to side. 
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Two little girls witii fluffy liloud curie, like the cbernbs 
of the altar pictureB, trot up to him, pulling his jacket, 
or embracing hia knee iivith chubby arms. Cecco amilca 
vaguely and patronizingly ou these demonstratiotis <rf 
affection. The cherubs are his nieces; and nods from 
various bronzed and sturdy jKasant iromcn scattered almut 
among the worshippers in different parts of the sacred 
edifice indicate the presence of his family. At a certain 
spot Cccco kneels, but his bright eyes still observe all 
surroimding objects, animate and inanimate. 

An old custodian has placed chairs for the accommoda- 
tion of a party of tourists in the Braneaeci Chapel on the 
right, once haunted by Raphael, Leonardo da Vinci, and 
Michelangelo, and is droning out explanations of Masac- 
cio'a fresco on tlie wall. Filippo BnincUeschi and Dona- 
tello, those noble gentlemen, Niccold da [Jzzano, Giovanni 
di Bicci de' Medici, Bartolo Valori, and Lorenzo Ridolli, 
gaze down on ignorant Cecco from the wonderful portrait 
gallery designed by Masaccio. What does it all moan to 
the boy ? He could point out the miraculous crucifix of 
wood that once conversed with Saint Andrea Corsini, 
placed in yonder shrine by the Guild of Wool. No doubt 
he is familiar with the descriptions of the great spectacle 
arranged by Maestro Cecco, the engineer, with ingenioua 
mechanism, of Christ ascending into heaven. Possibly the 
peasant absorbs all these things imconsciously, — the rich- 
ness of Masaccio's frescoed portraits, and the lofty spaces 
of dome and aisle, — as the earth drinks in the rain under 
the olive-trees of his own hillside. Swept away in youth 
by the chances of conscription or emigration, Cecco would 
be found to possess an intuitive education in art, such as 
is eminently Tuscan, if not Florentine, albeit his daily 
conversation might never rise above the level of eating 
and drinking, the here e mangiare perpetually on the lips 
of the race. 
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he town, once more threat<>n- 
ing raiii, and the atmoajihcro ia chill, depresai ng, enervat- 
ing. Easter 18 a head slipped to and fro on the cord of 
spring festivals; but this day bocuib farther reinovod than 
B week from the Pasqun, redok-nt of fiowcrs and sunshine, 
even in association. In tho Street of the Watermelon tlie 
blackbird aits huddled in his cage, a bmidlo of feathers, 
a dismal prisoner. He movea and utters a soft note. 
Perhaps lie hears Cecco, the human blackbird, piping on 
the slopes of Monto Oliveto, while his elder brother 
twangs his favorite guitar : — 

■■ Slotlwr, if Alaria Roaa I may not take, 
I nl to Lon-t's, ax jiilgrim, me bvlake. 
And every eArllily ihiiif; I then' forsuke." 

" Mamma, $e nan tni date Starla Rniia, 

I'iglio la tlrada delta Sattta Caaa, 

Mi/a nomilo e abbandona ogni cosa." 



VI. A r&SPEB BELL. 

Tho note of the evoninn bi-ll that lingers in the Florence 
Window floats from the Tower of St. Mark. The cam- 
panile, risinf; above church, cloister, and monasti'ry, is not 
risible from the casement Of nil the airy chimes jwaling 
from the neighboring towers dominating tho city roofs, 
thia one awakens the echoe* of memorj-; and when the 
great voice of th«> Duomo, which drowns all minor sounds, 
becomes mule, the clear tones of Han Marco tiil;e quiet 
poaaession of the vicinity, ringing the many changes on 
bnman destiny. It Is a melancholy and never a merry 
bell, vibrating to the wild pulsations of fear, suspense^ and 
every phase of soul-wnmg pain and agony, yet with on 
nndertying strength of sweetness, which is like the faith 
of immortality. "We have suffered, but we have gained 
the battle; and now all ia peace," the vesper bell seema to 
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breathe forth. "The wrongs and humiliations of Savona- 
rola drew from our brazen tbroata piercing clamor of lam- 
entation; and only the winds can now carry ourToices to 
fling a requiem abovo the river where his ashes were 
Btrewn. Let history write on her iraperishablo scroll of 
the base deed, yet there will always linger in our chime 
some plaintive reminiscence of the martyrdom, and tlic 
mournful cadence of lament of the reformer's followers 
after hia death, the sheep scattered without a shepherd 
and obliged to confront timidly violence and persecution. 
The pious old man San Antoniuo, the beautiful young 
Icnight Pico dclla Mirandola, the worldly-wise courtier 
and scholar Politiaii, and the spiritual artist Fra Ear- 
tolommeo, — all sleep in the church beneath the shadow of 
our wings of somid. We ring on through tlie years, and 
in the Flower City in the heart of man reigns peace.'* 

All the same, as bells mark the history of a people, the 
tocsin of St Mark belongs to the number that rang at 
Palermo on the eve of the Sicilian vespers, or the sinister 
signal of St Germain rAuxerrois warning Paris of the 
impending massacre of Saint Bartholomew. 

On the mild April evening, the Festa of Saint Mark, 
drawn by Fra Bartolorameo as the vigorous form of the 
apostle, in a niche, grasping a book, in the picture of the 
Pitti Palace, the sound of wheels becomes audible in 
the quiet Street of the Watermelon, and a carriage passes 
the grated casement The harness of the Bpirit<)d horses 
sparkles; the liveries of the servants are fresh. The mas- 
ter, who holds tlie reins in well-gloved hands, is smiling, 
rosy, and good-humored, of a carefully preserved maturity, 
with the blue eyes and blond beard of northern Europe. 
He responds with affability to all salutations, ajid drives 
on, the street gazing after him without servility and with- 
out envious cynicism. There is none of the dull, pent-up 
fury of poverty tnidging on foot, against luxurious ( 
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in a carriage, ascribed to the inhabitants of East Auglia 
by the country clergyman in Arcady, in the contemplative 
Florentine eye. 

" A goi>d gentleman, very sympathetic, and he has been 

made a Florentine citizen. He wisiied it, and ho is rich." 

Such is the comment of the Street of the Watermelon. 

The alien of to-day has become a Florentine citizen. He 

has purchased, in some sort, the consideration, and possibly 

the respect, of his fellow-citizens. Henceforth the Flower 

City will caress, cajole, and occasionally make her charm- 

»*ig fett-ers of Ijondage felt by this new son of her adoption 

by somewhat onerous claims on his generous sympathy. 

His lines are cast in pleasant places. He may take a 

'**tJtliaBTal villa in the country, and enjoy the delights of 

•^w-ellin^ amid the artificial lakes, parterres, and grottos 

**f tie Medici princes long vanished, lapsing into poetical 

'***5<ljtation like Lorenzo the Magnificent, or indulging in 

'^*s «age reflections of an Angelo Fandolfini. In a small 

*^"^J^, yet possessing the resources of a capital, he may 

^**».gle with a cosmopolitan winter society, become a dilet- 

^**»te in art and music, or a gourmet, bestowing much care 

** the exercise of a reckerchS hospitality. In a day of 

***^ »~tietual motion he may accept his home in Florence as 

*2onvenient pied-d-terre, and flit northward to Paris, 

*Onna, St Petersbui^, or Berlin, or take a yachting tour 

_ Oreece and Egypt. Peace be with the new Florentine 

**^izen! Possiblyhemay follow the example of the French- 

***0.ti who recently made a donation of twenty-five thousand 

^^«ic8 to the public charities of the Flower City, in com- 

^*^«noration of his own residence for twenty-five years 

^*^tliin her walls. 

Ijcan on the ledge, and glance in the direction of the 

*a2za San Marco, where the hells are ringing. That 

»«ie of building waa once the Hospital of San Matteo. In 

*^3o Guglielmo Balducci di Vinci, of Graziano di Mou* 
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tecatini, came to Florence, entered business., and joined 
the Guild of Exchange. Matters thriving with this lor- 
eigner, as ho is designated by Vitlani, he built and en- 
dowed the Hospital of Ban Matteo, and was honored with 
citizenship in 1365. He was interred after death in the 
chapel of the structure. How unchanged ia Florence! 
Guglielmo Balducci did not drive to the Cascine of an 
afternoon in a carriage with yellow wheels. He must I 
have ridden a richly caparisoned steed on occasions of ] 
ceremony, or more probably walked about the Piazsa of J 
the Duonio and the town on hia own feet- Otherwise, are I 
not the circumstances, divided by the centuries, identical t 1 

The Piazza of San Marco is bathed in some lingering 
radiance of sunset in the sky. It is a small space, moat 
modem in appearance, unredeemed by lofty surrounding 
edifices, with the low brown walls of the monastery of 
San Marco and the church on one side, and opposite a cab- — 

stand ranged along before cafSs and shops. Between, a ^ai 
military statue is surrounded by a few palms and shrubs. ~* 
A new electric tramway halts on one side of the square. -a 

The sweet voices of the blended vesper bells and the shad- — X 
ows of evening are needful to abstract the sjwt from such -crfl 
prosaic surroundings. 

The Botanical Gardens of the Seraplice, one of the first .^«t 
founded in Europe, may still be visited on occasion; but :*^t 
was the little palace of the Medici, surrounded by trees .^-^s 
and flowers, actually situated on the west side of the ^^jb 
piazza? Did the religious order of the Scalzo come here^^"^ 
to found their infirmary ? Were the dens of the lions, ^.-^ 
kept by the mimicipality, once located near that line o^fc^caf 
boundary wall, as well as the quarters of the cavalry ?ff ? 
Did the Gmnd-duke Cosimo 1. give to the convent of i 
Marco a column of mottled marble from Seravezza, seven 
braccia in diameter and twenty-one feet high, which wase 
brought to the town on the '27th of September, 157^ 
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drawn by twenty pairs of oxen, aud fourteen couples of 
Turkish slaves, but left on the Piazza of San Paoliuo 
until October 9, when conducted to San Marco by the 
grand-ducal order ? The column broke in the middle. Did 
pompous historical events take jdace in this modfst open- 
ing between low walla, such as a solemn cavalcLtdc in 
honor of tlie arrival of Louisa of Orleans on June 15), 
Ititil, to espouse Prince Cosimo II. ? Is it possilde that 
where the commonplace figure of a man, clad in black, 
lias paused to read an evening journal near a street 
lamp, cigar in mouth, a brilliant procession once wended 
its way, when Duke Ferdinand I. wedded Christina of Lor- 
raine, — the bridegroom being escorted by five cardinals, 
nineteen bishops, the Duke of Mantua, Ccsare d'Este, and a 
liost of other noble gentlemen, while the bride was supported 
l)y the Duchess of Mantua, the Duke of Lorraine, the Papal 
Uuncio, and the ambassadors of Lucca and Genoa? The 
leader of the evening journal blows a cloud of tobacco 
smoke from his lips; the claims of the historical scenes 
'vhich once took place here seem scarcely less evanescent 
Ab darkness increases, the vesper bell acquires its 
sweetest intonation. 

In the month of May, on the completion of the chapel 
^ the Church of St Mark, built to contain his relics by 
<John of Bologna, the urn with the mortal remains of the 
good old man San Antonino was placed on a cataifalque in 
"the sacred edifice, guarded by two angels.* It was a time 
of unusual and severe drought. The urn was bonie forth, 
with a prayer for gracious and abundant rain on the har- 
vest fields. The procession, composed of confraternities, 
colleges of priests, and citizens carrying the ensigns of the 
metropolis, passed from the Church of San Marco down the 
Street of the Watermelon to the Duomo, the Canto dci Pazzi, 
the Boi^o degli Albizi, Piazza di San Pier Maggiore, Via 
I del Palagio, steps of the Badia, Via del' G&rbo delle Farlne^ 
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Piazza Granduca, Mercato Nuova, Porta Rosea, to the col- 
umn of Justice, tlience to the Baptistery, and into the 
Duomo, making a tour of the choir, and came out the Via 
de' Mart«lli and Via Larga (now Via Cavour) to San 
Marco once more, where the relic was deposited on the 
altar of the new chapel. 

Pious historians of the date reproach Florence with not 
prizing mure highly the dust of 8an Autonino, which 
would be so much reverenced by other cities, notablj 
Toledo in Spain. 

The memory of a blameless life and the prayer for tlte 
soft rains of spring, — such is the lingering not« of the 
vesper hell. 
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COUNTRY BELLS. 

I N the Bummer twilight Icarc the shadows already gath- 
ering close around the Florence Window, cr(«8 the 
Square of St. Mark, follow the Via Apollonia to the ai>a- 
'^*oua Piazza dell' Indipendenza, and thence skirting the 
f"<*ftezza, the railway bridge, and the wide Viale, gain 
'lie susriension bridge which spans the Arno from the bank 
"f the Cascine to the opposite shore, and the fringe of low 
"^lildings comprising the quarter of the Pignone. 

The evening is pure and calm, the coloring of sky and- 

*^rth such as no painter could reproduce. A rosy flush 

*** sunset still glows in the heavens, and renders the Lucca 

fountains of t^iwny and russet hues; Monte Morcllo basks 

'** an amethystine light of incomparable tranaparency. 

''lesole is suddenly transfigured from the hoary gray tint* 

*** Earlier hours, as if the rock were sprinkled with ashes, 

"^ the soft lustre of the [wtal of a flower, while the glass 

** windows in the buildings sparkles, and a cloud rises 

^yond as the vapor hangs over Vesuvius on a slender stem, 

•^^ curling outward toward the zenith, acquires the sera- 

'**ice of a gigantic pink plume. On the right hand, slen- 

^^ dark cypress-trees rise sharply around the sombre 

*U8 of the monastery of Monte Oliveto, and cluster before 

*^ Church of San Miniato, where the mosaic of the faqadc 

Jp^flcles like jewels in the last rays of the setting sun. 

"stward the hills are enfolded closely, forming the Casen- 
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tino. Westward the white clouds linger on the summits of 
the Carrara range, as if they were the fragmentary reveries 
of the sculptor in the half-formed ideals of beauty, elusi^ir 
and mocking, that may yet issue forth from the marble 
quarries as they have done for centuries. The river, dwin- 
dled to a mere glistening; thread among the pebbles lielow 
the weir, has still sufficient depth of water for the erection 
of a group of little bath-houses along the Lung' Amo Guic- 
ciardini for the summer months. Was it at this point 
that the soldiers, surprised by the enemy of Michelangelo's 
cartoon, bathed in the muddy Arno ? On the other side^ 
the hot white pavement of the Lui^' Amo Nuovo, where 
the buildings still radiate the heat of the day, mei^es 
in the long, cool avenues of laurel hedge, ilex, and plane 
trees of the Caecine lieyond, Twilipht deepens to a veil 
of fragrant darkness in tlie further reaches of the public 
park down to the point where the tinted bust of the Indian 
prince keeps watch over his own ashes beneath a dome f£ 
gilded kiosque. Tlic mingled scents of hay and clover, 
gathered into heaps to dry on the meadows, and the spicy 
and aromatic odors of rare shrubs, float on the evening air, 
yet are dominated by the wealth of roses of the season 
blooming in the parterres of the piazzale and the EnglJdt 
garden, the golden clusters of tiny Banksia roses, Gloire 
de Dijon, Louise de Savoie, or Niphi^tos. 

Now is the season of high revelry for the fireflies; and 
the hmiinons insects dance in mazy lines of light throu^ 
the dusky paths of the Cascine, here twinkling in a cluster 
of phosphorescent stars amid the glossy leaves, and there" 
forming interlacing wreaths about the lower boughs of the 
larch-trees, — Nature's elfin and mysterious illumination 
of tangled vine* and grass, unrivalled by the artificial 
lamps of the town on occasions of festivity. The noiseless 
fli^t of the fireflies weaving in and out of the obscurity 
of the foliage is like a dream cntamrlcd in other dreams, 
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^nthout beginning or end. The rosy flush linj^ers on the 
surface of the river, and the dtune of the Cathedral is purple 
in the golden light, while the cornices of chnrch, campa- 
uile. and BaptJatcry gleam with the reflections of mother- 
uf-pearl. 

Tlie Ijells of the hillside Ijegin to ring out the waning 
day softly, and to ring in the starlit night. There is an 
endless variety in the rhythm of the Angelus on such an 
evening. Now the bells sway irregularly, tossing forth 
a tumult of sound from their vibrating tongues and swing- 
ing cups, and again they ebb to faintest modulations in 
Uie distance of hills and valleys, as if a mere breath of tho 
evening breeze. In that golden mist of upper air the bel- 
fries of the heights about Como and Lugano seem to send 
forth a high note, thin and pure, caught up and repeated 
by every town throughout the land down to Brindiai, 
while the clang of brazen peals on the Adriatic shore are 
flung acr(»B the Apennines to the brink of the Mediterra- 
nean, and echoed in distant liquid cadences of dying sound 
by the islands, — Elba, Capraja, Sardinia, and the Lipari 
chain. Standing on the suspension bridge, three distinct 
threads of sound are readily separated from the aerial con- 
cert filling the atmosphere, — bells of Fieaole on the left, 
hells of San Miniato on the right, and far up the Casentino 
valley a thrilling pulsation which imagination may render 
into a sound from the Campanile of the Badia of Vallora- 
brosa. Earthward, the rose-tinted river Amo, the fair city 
glistening with points of light on the surface of marbles, 
and the long line of dusky trees of the Cascine extending 
to a margin of willow, osier, and sedge, with the fireflies 
glimmering amid the leaves. Heavenward, soft cloud- 
masses forming drifting towers and battlements on the 
horizon, and the voice of the bella. 
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In the July twilight Fiesole treasures her memories. 

Piesole is ever the Ancient Mother to the Florentine, 
whether he seekB her olive clad slopes to enjoy a brief 
holiday in some tiny country house painted yellow or pink, 
perched on the rock with his children and ahundantly 
stocked luncheon baaketa, or mingles with the crowd as- 
sembled at a spacious villa where memoricB of tlie Medici 
and Boccaccio still linger about tbo old gardens, or cele- 
brates his own modest wedding with a breakfast at a favor- 
ite wayside trattoria, with his friend the tailor as the guest 
of honor. He may mock a little at the genuine worth of 
the coins and bits of bronze, tiie ornaments of helmets and 
weapons, occasionally turned up by the plough of the hus- 
bandman. He may no longer reverence her emblems of 
Apollo, the wheel, or even Jove with his thunderbolts, 
emblematic of the three precious metals. The ignoble 
quarrel of a Sunday, when wine is new and knives ready 
for use, may have some latent spark of tlie old hostility 
between height and valley when blood is shed. Still 
FicsoIe is ever tbo Ancient Mother. Let life in the low- 
lands, with facile and shallow ebb and flow of new currents 
of purpose, regard the crag above with respect, and not 
seek to scale the zigzag curves of her "golden road " by 
means of tramways. Is it a trifling and insignificant 
matter that the Ark of Noah rested on the summit of 
Piesole when the waters of the Deluge subsided, or at 
least this was the fii-at city founded after the earth 
emerged as dry land ? Such was flie statement of the 
earliest historian, Malespini, elaborated by many a Bib- 
lical and mythological fable on the part of the grave and 
dignified Villani. 

There is a midsummer period of glory for the Aooient 
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Mother when the Festa of 8aint Romulo is celebrated, on 
the 23d of July. There is also a period uf mid-autumn 
radiance on October 4, when in the sunny warmth of a 
land fruitful in little green figs and golden grapes, Saint 
Francis is similarly celebi-ated with Masses in the churches, 
iTowds, and illuminations. Then the grim, monumental 
features of the jjagan town relax into warm suiilea, prayers, 
and all the phases of an emotional religion stirring the 
temjierament of a Southern peoople. 

Fieaole has been converted to Chrisfianity, receives 
baptism on her knees, has long ceased to consult her 
augurs, to sacrifice on the flowor-decked altars of her 
tetnploB, and destroys her idols forever, emerging into the 
full light of a purer belief, led by the hand by good Saint 
Roinulo. Christendom must be edified by the charming 
example. Far back on the horizon line of the brink of a 
new era for the human race that momentous event occurred 
in the heart of Tuscany. 

On the 2;^ of July, from the clear dawn, through the 
fiery heat of noon and the long sultry hours of afternoon, 
the bells of the Cathedral of Fiesolc have been repeating 
the history of Saint Romulo, with an occasional accom- 
panying peal from the Franciscan convent church on the 
steep spnr of the cliff above, and a lingering cadence welting 
up from San Domenico down the hill, where Fra Angelico, 
'he monk, first dreamed of his saints and angels among 
the olive-trees. Saint Romulo, a noble Roman by birth, 
in the reign of the Emperor Nero, was sent to the prospcr- 
otiH city of Fiesolo, a town forming one of the twelve of 
the Confederation of Etniria. Success crowned the efforts 
of the missionary. He converted his charge, and was 
*»iade the first bishop of a Christian flock. He is depicted 
in art in episcopal rol)es and carrying the palm. The 
fickle sentiments of the heathen populace must have Buf- 
Jored change, for ?aint Roroulo was slnin with a dagger 
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by order of the jji-tetor, and thus joined the great band 
early martyi-B whoae memory is embalmed by tlic Roman 
Church in the recurring festivals of the twelvemonth. AH 
day the gates of tJie villa on the ridge, adorned wilh 
mythical and weather-worn stone animals, dogs, or lions, 
have opened hospitably in honor of Saint Somulo, now to 
distribute the dole of small coin to all mendicunts who 
demand succor on this day, or to receive such pilgrims 
as toil up from the Arno basin amid the cypress and 
ilex trees to while away the bum's, each in his own 
fashion. 

The invalid hostess pervades the place with the grace of 
her presence. She is a foreigner, [wssibly an epicurean, 
and she tenants the terraces, with the dilapidated foun- 
tains and rockwork, the spacious chambers of the man- 
sion, with the scagliosn floors like ice to the feet, the stiff 
furniture, gilded chairs, and dark pictures, the paths 
redolent of lemon, oleander, and pomegranate, as a fleet- 
ing ray falls on a sun-dial. The habitation belongs to the 
Ancient Mother, Fiesole, and the human inmates that suc- 
ceed one another for a brief season are the rays on the dial 
that pass, while she remains munovcd. The fashions of 
these wayfarers change according to their era. Prelates 
in rich vestments have paced these avenaes bordered with 
statues. Many a party in brocade, powder, and buckled 
shoes, looking as if they had just fluttered from aWatteau 
fan, have laughed, sung, and feasted besble the bos hedge. 
The white hawthorn near the gate, which drives away sad 
or evil thoughts, according to tlie shepherd of La Brie, 
was planted by a French lady resident, who essayed to 
found a salon, and failed. The ash-tree of Odin on the 
parapet, with the red berries, is a souvenir of the occu- 
pancy of a ^Scandinavian poet. 

The day belongs to Saint Romulo. Mature masculine 
wite may diacu&a politics over the modern cigar, tossing 
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the ball of debate of Jatcmatiooal conservatism and radi- 
calUm, instead of Ijing under tbt^ plane-trees in the gar- 
dens of Tusculnin, dJaeoursin^ on rhetoric. Youth may 
wander m the shade of pine and sycamore trees, or gather 
violets, lilies, jasiuiue, and hcliotroi>c, at pleasure, in the 
jtarterrtH. In the ft-escoed loi/i/la the hostess, a wraith of 
womanhood, cuvelopcd iu white laces and lustrous tissues, 
is extended iu a chaUe lun<fue ; and if the company docs 
Dot muse over the Platonic philosophy of Loreiizo the Mag- 
uiliceut, — seutiments whicli once pervaded the spot, — 
tJie talk is sprightly, even tpinluitlle at times, aud the 
music of mandolin, violin, and guitar Inspiriting. 

Below the terrace wall adorned with nrns is the conla- 
<liNo, with a slirewd and thoughtful face, toiling amid the 
Tipe« festooned from ti-ee to tree, the "downy apricut," 
and "plumy plum," who may be another Filippu Mao- 
gttiii, the [icasuut philosopher of the time of Newton. 

The bells peal forth sharply and clearly. Each loiterer 
must quit the fragrant and drowsy seclusion of the villa 
prccinctfl, and join the throng on the hot and dusty high- 
way to pay a visit to the sanctuary of the saint The 
massive walls bordering the road on either side seem to 
mdiatc heat ; the eddies of dust aroused by passing vehicles 
are st)flin»^. The stout ircntleman who carries a silk 
mnbrella lined with blue silk, pants suggestions that if the 
cpot Is well chosen for January or March sunsliine for 
the paralrtio or the consumptive e-xile, who here enjoys 
immunity from the keen tramoHlana sweeping th© Amo 
ralley and the summit of the Acropolis as well, on the 
Frata of ^^aiDt Romulo it is beat adapted for scorpions 
to l>ask on the ruck. 

In the piana groups como and go through the decorated 
portals of the Cathedral, or gather alxHit venders of edi- 
bles and small wares; cries rise alwve tlie hum of mingled 
rotccs, the squeak of toys, laughter, and bursts of music. 
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If the people in the hot sunshine and dust do not resemt)! 
Bcorpiona basking on the arid stones, they are lil^e insct'ts 
of the cricket and grasshopper tribes, full of alert move- 
ment, aimless running about, and revelling in the noise 
made by themselves and others, brown faces beaming, 
black eyes sparkling, hands, arms, and shoulders moving 
in perpetual gesticulation. The crowd is intoxicated with 
tumult, warmth, light, and sound. 

The brittle straw ornaments of Fiesolc find a fitting place 
on such summer days. Fans, cornucopias, fragile baskets 
of every pattern, tiny tram-cars with ornamented roofs, doll- 
tables, belong to the warm season, are the golden links 
of the Ancient Mother's diminished traffic cast down to 
the valley world, where the straw ripens, the humble wicker 
wine flasks and even the rush hampers for the ricotta are 
woven in the fields of industry, owning a kinship with the 
graceful trifles of the height, 

A band of slender young priests, in black robes, emerge 
from the Jesuit college built on the crest of the walls 
like a fortification, and wend their way to the Duomo on 
the piazza. Does the Ancient Mother amilc through the 
furrows and wrinkles of age, crowned with roses, on the 
July festival ? What are creeds to her gray antiquity, 
save the passing of clouds across the sky ? Time was 
when a band of Roman youth was sent to her Etniscan 
priesthood for instruction in the mysteries of divination 
of her religion. The Tuscan has ever respected priosta. 

With the approach of evening the animation increases; 
the spirits of the crowd rise; and the first tinted lamp of 
the piazza, forerunner of illuminations, is greeted with 
a murmur of satisfaction from all lips. 

Nature is hushed, languid, and the very trees droop in 
the heat. Tlie sun has disapirea.red beyond the ja^^d 
peaks of the Carrara range, a great ball of molten splen- 
dor, suddenly quenched in masaea of auUen vapor. 
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clouds have brooded over Monte Senario and the Bologna 
pasa iu the north; scudding mists swirl over from the 
south to join the impending revel of the elements ; the pall 
ct heat on the lowlands i n the west is pierced by lifrhtning- 
ilaehes; thunder reverberates over the hills menacingly at 
fcrief intervals. 

The human crickets on the Piazza of Fiesole abate not a 
jot of chirping hilarity. Tlie lights kindle and twinkle 
iti all the wreathing garlands of paper lanterns hung 
«roimd the square. Now the slender Campanile of the 
Oathedral is visible in outline rising against tlie dark hill- 
side with the glow of glass lamps; the facade is transGg- 
*"'«^<1 with myriads of starry rays; while the archbishop's 
Paloce becomes a fairy structure under the same magic 
**^ flame. A few rockets are launched prematurely into 
*»»^ sultry, lifeless air. 

TTTien the storm suddenly bursts with crash of thunder, 

^*tli lightnings hissing and leaping from horizon to 

**^**ith, and thence smiting the higher garden walls of 

■^^l loBguardo opposite with rosy fire, or, darting earthward, 

*<Sa4ving an ancient cypress-tree of tlie avenue of the 

'-*^gio Imperiale, and hovering mockingly aroimd the 

^■*^»rch towers of Florence below. A dense cloud drifting 

*^^»j] the direction of Monte Morello appears to strike 

*<?8ole with a solid wall of water. Havoc of speedy dis- 

^**«r ensues. The lanterns are torn down ruthlessly by 

**^ wind; the lamps tremble and are extinguished; the 

•^^vers of the gardens are destroyed by the cutting hail; 

^^ trees writhe in the temjiest and shed their branches on 

^^ ground. In half an hour the pavement of the dark- 

**<5d Duomo is flooded ; adjacent roofs are damaged ; rivu- 

'^*^» gush from every spout, and trickle down the crewhile 

. *'*ty "golden road," so named because those who assisted 

** luilding it had their names enrolled on a registry of 

"-^liility. As swift as the stroke of tlie cruel lightning 
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tlie lioppB of an olive harvest ai-e blighted. Tlie hami 
crii;ket8, huddling in any convenient shelter, are mute. 

Later, whun the; stare sliine forth once more, and the 
balmy night asserts tranquil supremacy, the hostess, more 
shadowy than ever, hooded in white draperies, turai) the 
telcsc<Ji>o of the terrace for her guests on the riniug 
moon — .^^H 

" Whose orb ^^^^^ 

Through optic glass ihe TuiTtan artist views, ^^^^| 

At evening from the toji of Fieeole." ^^^ 

Departing down the hill, the image of the white form on 
the terrace lingers in the memory. Is she a creature ol 
flesh and blood, or an element o! the deepening myatorits 
of the night on this spot ? May she not be the ghost of 
one of the Etniscan women reposing on the lids of brokea 
sarcophagi in the ilex walks of the villa ? Is it her liv- 
ing voice or the echo of her unspoken thought that reaches 
the ear of her recent gncats ? Epicurus says : — 

"To whom a little ia not enough, nothing ia enonsh. Th^ 
modern epicurean need not walk apart, wrapped in his cloak- 
holding tlie gods as a droain or dreams, denying the govcnimen*^ 
of this world, doubting the immortality of the soul, but rather" 
with mind and body in the abaolnte equilibrium of health', 
and posacBBing the aciite faculty of observation without whtct*^ 
even the poet must lack the most powerful chord of his Ij*r«— 
Too often the means of entertaining his friends in the trin<Jini(^ 
of bis dwelling, waited upon hy a few slaves, mny bo denier^ 
him, or supping under the trellis of his garden on a siimme'^ 
evening, as at Hercnlaneiim and Stahia, yet he may enjoy th^^ 
lights and shadows of the Arno valley, accepting the trifling inv — 
cidents of daily life in all due harmony with the changing hau**" 
of the encireliug Apennines, purple, amethvst, tender lilac, an^c^ 
cryatalliHe, steeped in the soft mists of sunshine, and the riv^ * 
flowing under the five bridges. Ah, Health! The boon c^^ 
health I " 
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The wan human countenance is upraised to the roeks in 
mute, despairing appeal of weakness and puin. 

FicBole, the Ancient Mother, treasures her memories in 
lire night. The bells of the Ghriatian churches have long 
Wn hushed. The Festa of Saint Romulo is over for an- 
other year; and the illuminations have been quenched by 
a sudden storm. Calm restored to the elcmcntB, possibly 
liie Ancient Mother lapses back to her earliest faith. The 
Fuarled fig-tree from the Roman aqueduct, the olive of 
Latotta, the red poppies once used in amorous divinations, 
(lie vervain of tJie Gauls, keep their own secrets. 

" Dear to Alcidcs am his pojilar groves ; 
BacuhiiH the vine, the ni^'rtle Vt;nu9 lovca; 
Apollo glories in his own green bay ; 
And Pbjllis doles upon the hazel gray." 



11. A ROSE OF VALLO.XBROSA, 

Tlie rose is pressed between the pages of a book, — 
' drivelled, brown, and lifeless flower; but even such 
''Scay cannot rob the souvenir of the lingering fragrance 
^ memory. 

The rose bloomed, delicate, full-blown, and with fragile 
^''^talB of a paler pink tint than its sisters of the warmer, 
''^■^ver slopes, in a path near tlie former /o/-esfma of Val- 
^»abro8a, now converted into a summer hotel. The bud 
~*"*8 plucked on the noon before the Fusta of the Asaump- 

*On, in raid-August; otherwise the trampling hordes that 
^'^led these heights on the morrow must have crushed 
***rf annihilated the solitary flower. The day, the hour, 

*>^ season, recur vividly with the scent of the dried 

The fine nmd turning sharply to the left, up from the 
*loee and shadowless valley at the town of Pontassieve, 
**4e causeway built by the Government, along which the 
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Btiidents of the Forest School bore the remains of Ihr I 

American minister, Mr. Marsh, on their shoulders a few | 
years since, affords a first grat<jful glimpse of grass and i 
cheatnut-trees about the group of stone buildings of Pa- 
terno, the winter home of the Vallombrosan monks. 

The Casentino possesses no beauty in the midsummer, 
unless association be able to clothe castle and parchfd 
hillside with a poetical element of interest wholly inde- 
pendent of reality. The heights are barren, with hard 
tones of gray aud brown, the course of the Arno marked 
by a d<^bi'is of white stones, the suburban mansions of 
crude tints, with closed shutters, the villagers lacking 
in all picturesque features. The women wear no gayly 
colored costumes wherein to dance the tarantella in the 
shadow of a vine-covered ptnjola, to the accompaniment 
of a tambourine, like the typical Italian peasant girl oLj^^ 
the artist. The men, with brawny arms bared to th^^^ 
elbow, suspend skeins to dry, purple and black, take^^ 
from the dyer's vat, weave wicker flasks for wine, cr^r 
lounge in the narrow doors of butcher and baker's shc^P 
to inspect a passing carriage. 

Hence the refreshment and delight of turning up ■fcl's 
government road at Pontassieve into a realm of shade a.*''' 
coolness, where Nature wears her loveliest as|wet of -t-*^" 
Bummer-tide in the entire Val d'Arno. Of all the beau**'" 
ful memories left by a niedia;val monk on the pages 
the great book of Christianity, that of Saint John Gi»*^" 
berto, the founder of Vallombrosa, deserves to rank amC**^ 
the first. 

The story of the noble cavalier who met the murderer* 
his brother descending from the height of San Miniato " 
Good Friday, and stayed his hand from a bloody rever»^! 
when his adversary knelt at his feet, with arms cros^^*! 
awaiting death or forgiveness, belongs to the history 
the Flower City in the eleventh century. The layir^ aai** 
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©f weapons and the garb of a profligate, worldly life, after 
the &ret sacrifice of allowing the adveraary to depart un- 
harmed, were equally characteristic of the age, as well as 
the subsequent retirement to the cloister. Dissatisfaction 
with the routine of the suburban, conventual rule at San 
Mioiato evinced the highly strung and sensitive soul of 
the penitent. 

Wo are pilgrims to his shrine on the summer day. 
What countless hosts of pilgrims have ppcceded us through 
the centuries! To ascend the winding road is to enjoy 
the work of the monk who turned from the city in the 
valley to dwell in the wilderness. At the outset the sensea 
are soothed by the abunduncc of pure water gushing forth 
in silvery rills from the rock, as if struck by the wand of 
a Mosi.-a, drlppin;; into stone basins, and purling duwn in 
grateful moisture amid the grasses and tangled vines. 
Surely pure water flowing from the hills can have no 
l|Mn precious significance than on this spot, unless the 
I'iBHto of the desert be excepted. 

Tlicn the realm of the sombre, stately pinea, planted 
■nd fostervd by the monks, is gained, and on the plateau 
framed by these forest monarchs stands the monastery of 
which Ariosto wrote : — 

" Contjii nominato una badia. 
Ricca « btUa, ni m«n religiata, 
E eorttte a cKitinqiu ci vmia" 

There rises the spacious and imposing Badia, unharmed 
by time, with the walls of a warm chrome color, the line 
church flanking the pile at one extremity, and the cam* 
panite defined against the background of green hill. The 
moiuuttcry, now utilized by the Italian Goveniment for a 
•chool of forestry during the least severe months of the 
year, bears the seal of a proeperous and cultivated religious 
body, accustomed to the exercise of a courteous hospital- 
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ity, as commended by Ariosto, rather than of the pri 
shrine of a penitent, who braved the untried diuigi 
these solitudes for a life of meditation and prayer, i 
doning the world. The haunts of San Gioranni Gtmlberto 
must be sought among sechided paths and in sheltered 
woiidlfind delta where fragile ferns grow atmut the mossy 
um of some forgotten spring, where the tiny rill sings lo 
itself in a subdued tone all day, or a dismantled altar, 
the shrine of a broken cross, su^este spiritaal strngigles 
pa«t, silenced forever in the recurring autumns and 
winters. 

On the crag above the Badia is perched the small clois- 
ter known as 11 Paradiiino, gained by a steep osoeat lO 
the right or by means of a more leisurely climb to tlie ]d^ 
skirting the stagnant green waters of an ancient Bsh-pon^ 
the grassy slope beside the flowinjr streamlet on one sid^ 
and the irregular walls, barred casements, and clused 
chapel of the ancient convent on the other, by the broad 
paved causeway, which has the stations of a pcnitent'l 
walk still traceable at the angles on the margin of the pine- 
clad ravine, — mouldy tal>ernacles supjmrted by reclinii^ 
saints so rudely fashioned in stone that they resemble 
early Roman carvings. The little grassy plateau is reached 
with another spring of water flowing limpid and pure into 
an urn from the adjacent rocks, and by a gate, and tiny 
vegetable garden, the charming Paradisino of many me^- 
tative friars may be visited, with the wide expanse of 
misty Arno valley outspread to the right. 

On the meadow is the forest^ria, — the building where 
women might lodge in monastic times, — now an hotel. 

Perfumes of every grade of balmy delicacy salute tho 
pilgrim. Above the head tower the straight pine-treea^ 
here acquiring the semblance of dusky and fragrant cathe- 
dral aisles with the massi^'e trunks for columns, and that 
lying prone down the slope, felled by order c 



er of the OoimJ 




CODXTRY BELLS. 



ment. The hot sunshine distiU balsamic scents from the 

resinous bark, ripening cones, and tlie very needles of past 

seasons shed down and sifted noiselessly into hollows out 

of the reach of winter tempests, Iwneath the fool. How 

far do the pines of Val'ombrosa journey out into the 

world ? Will this firm, tapering trunk lying across the 

r)ath yet serve as tJie mast of a fishing-boat on the Medi- 

Iprranean or the Adriatic ? Surely the rustle of the wind 

in the branches of the closely intenvoven canopy of given 

far o^'crhead has a subdued, sustained sound like the 

nmrrnur of the sea. Possibly the pines sigh in melancholy 

tones their own requiem of the solitudes where tJiey are 

bom, and shudder "through their robes of darkness " when 

a forest guard passes, gun on shoulder, or those nimble 

yoang men, the students, perform myaterioua evolutions 

of measurement with engineering instruments and cords, 

marking the next forest monarch doomed to destruction. 

Other odom float up from the valleys, — ihyme and va- 

kaiUa from delicate blossoms starring the hillside, hay and 

clover from the fields where the white oxen toil, and the 

flower of some invisible shrub resembling grapes. 

The rainute mosaic-work of Natui-e in the plants of the 
slopes changes its livery each fortnight, in the floral suc- 
cession of the season. 

At a bend of the road a bronzed matron, wearing a Idne 
jacket and a yellow petticoat, proflers a basket of mush- 
(•XKHns for sale, which resemble bits of twistfid leather cov- 
ered with leaves. These tough and poisonous-looking 
fungi, lilac-tinted, white, and tawny-yellow, are the har- 
■^cst of the slopes, affording a valuable element of food. 

A smiling girl, whose early bloom has not faded, with 
* red handkerchief tied over her head, holds up coaxingly 
■»er store of little strawberries. 

The children hover like shy wild birds on the bank with 
. tbeir scanty gleanings of flowers, silvery white thistles, 
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and golden grasses adapted to drying, hoping to i 
few coppers. 

Aged men and crones whine for the alms of chari 
withered, bent, and leaning on sticks, their garments like 
aatumn foliage, and with an aspect of having haunted the 
precincts of San Giovanni Gualberto's oratory since the 
foundation. These are depicted in Miss Alexander's 
" Christ's Folk of the Apennines," — a book unequalled for 
poetical insight and breadth of sympathy with the people, — 
as well as the slender brown maidens who bring fruit down 
to the Baths of Lucca from the distant Monte Pellegrina 

The voice of the bells! Where else in the Yal d'Amo 
do the chimes possess such sweetness as when, ringing 
from the hillside, tinkling far down the valleys, the 
mingled tones are caught up and imprisoned for a mo- 
ment omid the groves of Vallombrosa ? 

Is there nothing new under the sun ? Woman, so long 
sternly excluded from the cloister, whatever her rank and 
condition, has stormed the height with attendant clamor 
of children, governesses, and nurses. There can he no 
doubt the fair Italian siren is bored, and sighs enviously 
for German spa, Swiss resort, or Mediterranean seaside 
garden concert. Sylvan glades do not interest her. 

The Venetian countess, seated on the historical site of 
a shrine where pious brethren distributed bread to poor 
women, in a bizarre toilette with knots of ribbon, yawn- 
ing over her embroidery and cigarettes, would have co- 
quetted with the monkish foimder of Vallombrosa in 
person. 

The German governess on the grass reads dcliciooB 
morsels surreptitiously from a yellow volume bidden 
amid the wools and canvas of her work-bag, just loaned 
to her by the young Roman gentleman lounging in a ham- 
mock on the edge of the adjacent wood. The fraulein has 
abimdant golden hair, a freckled countenance, and fe&tu 
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roimded to inaignificance. She is modestly attired in 
Uack, and shod with those stout boots, winter and sum- 
mer, which evince a well-rfgulatcd organization. In the 
service of an affable and genial Siciliaji princess, she is 
8appo6o<l to occupy an enviable situation. In reality, she 
is bound, ].\iou-wise, to a wheel of duty that revolves 
ceawlessly ; and she is never alone. Her pupils are hand- 
some, affectionate, and intelligent; yet when she believes 
tliatshe holds them firmly, by means of the influence of 
lier own superior cleverness, they elude her grasp and 
ttiock at her dismay. She is rendered responsible for 
them, alive or dead, night and day. Her accomplishments 
*«^ as varied as the claims upon them. She is expected 
*** read the German, French, and English poeta aloud to 
'^^r patroness, when not lavishing the skill of her own 
^•*J)crb musical accomplishments on pouting and refractory 
^***iag girls. Skilled in artistic and conventual erabroi- 
^^ries,her leisure is usually employed in designing or finish- 
**S altar-cloths destined for favorite sanctuaries by the 
****iace88, who is d4vote, and allows her household no meat 
*~Om Friday to Monday of each week. The governess 
^^Viat be sprightly, attentive, polite, and her discretion so 
**Solute that she does not arouse the jealousy and sus- 
■•**<lion of the feminine element in her intcrcourHO with the 
r^^^n of the family, young or old, while she must soothe 
**« resentment of maids and nurses that her position is 
**j)erior to their own, by many zealous little services 
* letter-writing and gifts. "Mysignora allows the for- 
■»^*6'' governess to come to the table, while I cat in the 
"^^^tchen, and all because she has a little instruction," 
•^B the balia, dandling the last baby in the corridor; 
the rod ribbons and gold pins of her head-gear bristle 
^*^th self-importance. 

*'0f course! You like it, eh ? " assents the Piedmon- 
^^^^^K lady's-maid, mockingly, — a sallow girl with pearl 
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powder visible on her nose, the small head of a snake, a 
trCBB of heavy black hair Hfcured by a silver dagger, and 
eyes suggestive of those domestic tragedies dear to a ocr- 
tain class of French novelists. 

Poor fraulein ! The young Roman gentleman, whiliog 
away the drowsy afternoon with cigars and novelettes in 
the hammock, — type of the modem golden youth of all 
lands, — ^ has loaned the governess Tinseau's " Sur le Seuil," 
partly actuated by kindness, and partly by a wish to tease 
his mother and sisters. 

If the fraulein were another queen of Roumania, CarmeD 
Sylva, she would gather the children about her in this tm- 
ri^-alled open-air drawing-room, — the meadow of Vallom- 
brosa, — and weave graceful legends into stories for their 
delight, instead of on the shores of the North Pea. To 
the right rises the group of buildings, the monastery, 
church, and campanile, crowned by the whitish Paradi- 
nno ; and below the belt of oak, beech, and chestnut, all 
Tuscany extends, veined by the glistening thread of Amo, 
wending a course from its cradle in the rocky fastnesses 
of the Falterona to the sea. 

Instead, the governess sails on the Nile in imaginatiini 
for a delightful half-hour, and is herself a heroine of 
romance, young, beautiful, rich, and respectfully adored 
by a noble gentleman. 

Poor Fraulein Miiller! The children, resembling hu- 
man flowers, in their gay costumes, broad hats, and flut- 
tering sashes, play on the lawn. Here some lingering 
reminiscence of the circus leads a group of chubby bovs to 
attempt to break their necks by feats of ground and lofty 
tumbling over canes, hoops, and scarfs held by admiring 
little sistera, bright-eyed, olive-tinted, and vivacious. 

There the daughters of the Egj-ptian consul of a neigh- 
boring Mediterranean port play a game of the fair with 
painted cards, — a sort of Doctor Busby, — under i 
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enperrision of their Swiss honne, heavy tresses braided 
down their backs, groat dark evea veiled languidly, drosses 
yellow, dull rod, and vivid scarlet, and boots of Russia 
leather, making a spot of Oriental color amid the sober 
greens of tho height. 

The slender and pale little Pmsaian lad, who executes 
military manoeuvres all day on the brink of the ravine, 
using the walking-stick of his invalid father for a repeat- 
ing rifle, challenges his comrades to the active sport of 
making war. He wishes continually to far la yuerra. 

The haughty little Duke of Viccnza arranges tin soldiers 
OD a mimic battlefield for mortal combat. 

"These are Austrians, and these Italians," he proclaims 
with patriotic fen'or. "One Italian soldier is more than 
a match for five Austrians. You will see ! " 

Two Florentines fence with rattans, in admiring emiila- 
tioD of the feats performed on the platform of the Forest 
School. 

A pretty blond Tyrelese maiden reads an English ro~ 
roance. "It is so interesting! — all alwut love and mar- 
riage," she confides to her brother, the school-boy of fifteen 
stretched on the ground at her feet 

"Mine is mnch Iwtter," is the scornful rejoinder, as 
he tarns the leaf of a flaming-covered pamphlet. "One 
man haii just killed another, and now everybody must help 
to find it out" 

Is there nothing new under the sun ? 

The fat signora, in a costume covered with gigantic 
boncbcR of poppies, and the tall thin si^mora, in a Btri[)od 
black tunic which renders her taller ami leaner, take a 
walk for the health along the ridge, as enjoined liy their 
lOpectivo physicians. They pause to rest at a chapel with 
the wan sjiectre of San (Giovanni Ou.i!l>orto rToreiaing the 
demon that torme&te<l the monk Fiorenzo still discernible 
in patches of crumbling fresco on the walls. Ucre a 
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spring of water purling into s fountain forms a deep reser- 
voir in which penitents froze their feet in the icr waters. 
The two ladies are actjuaintances of the tahle d'hSte. Once 
retnmed to the vales below, they will ecarcely meet again, 
for the thin signora is an aristocrat, while the fat signora 
is a plebeian. Since both are very religious, do they com- 
mune over San Giovanni Gualberto on this spot, or on the 
edifying example of the brethren who dipped their bare 
feet in the freezing waters of the ha^in in winter weather, 
as an atonement for their sins? No. The lean Bignora 
describes the trouseeau of her daughter, who married a 
naval officer at Spezia during the previoua season. The fat 
signora discourses on the relative efficacy of certain min- 
eral springs beyond Pisa, once frequented by the gouty 
Medici. Both agree, with solemnity of conviction, on the 
abomination of using butter in cookery instead of good 
oil, and the necessity of sustaining the health with sound 
wine, — Chianti, Pomino, or Brolia 

White butterflies flutter about the snnny slope. A 
lizard basks on the chapel steps. Drowsy soimds, faiDt^ 
soft, inarticulate, float up from the Casentina 

Is there nothing new under the sun ? 

Up at the Paradixino a. brisk little American matron, 
having dined in a former chapel, with a little ruBty bell 
still suspended in the open belfry above the roof, seats 
herself on a sofa in a chill sulon, to chat with the Gemuui 
artist about Scheveningen, Norway, and the midnight son. 
In the wall behind the sofa is the mural tablet of a monk 
of Vallorabrosa, recording shining virtues of the eloistcr 
of past centuries. This ripple of modern feminine occu- 
pation, the laughter of children, and the bustle of every 
type of pert maid, does not disturb the Vallombrosans in 
their tombs. 

To lodge in the erewhile foregteria, now the Hotel Crom 
di Savoia, on the 14th of August, is to be awakene4 J 
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Ihe summer dawn by the braying of iimumerable donkeys, 
These animals, representing every stage of dunkeyhood, 
from gray and withered decrepitude, wiry prime, sober 
maturity, to foolish and frisky youtli, have climbed the 
height iu the cool bom's of darkness to join the crowd of 
coontry folk that annually seek this charming if no 
longer sacred sanctuary, to celebrate the Assumption, the 
most important festival of the year in Italy. The donkeys 
are tethered on every available spot, and exchange the 
time of day in their own melodious fashion over bundles 
of grass and clover. 

Soon the church bells, clear and pure, begin to greet 
*he day when the Madonna is especially honored. Move- 
ment ensues in every direction. Groups of eontadini 
approach by paths over the hills or ascend the road in 
carta drawn by oxen, singing canticles, — ahiill human 
*'oicea disputing the subdued cadence of the bubbling 
'pringa of water, and the delicate melody of the leaves 
"Tring in the wind. The iron gates of the courtyard of 
'"■J monastery are unfastened, and the portals of the 
Cnureh are open and draped with red damask. The 
"''Jather is hot and heavy, the sky obscured by a white 
^'8t; and a furious ncire-cco wind whirls the dust along 
^^ valley, and up through the pines of Vallombrosa in 
■Rifling clouds. 

The crowd throngs every precinct, and swarms about 
'**e little hotel, peering in at door and window, the outer 
Petals being barred to prevent uncouth nistic intrusion. 
* w-o carahinieri with eocked hats, white gloves, swords, and 
*P«rkling epaulets stalk in the midst of the venders of 
•^it, sweets, ribbons, trinkets, and toys to assert the 
^^jesty of law and order, but no disturbance mars the 
^*l*plete harmony of good-humor during the long day, A 
^•^1 band of the neighborhood, iu smart uniform, pants 
**t the Royal March and the Garibaldi Hymn more or 
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less discordantly in climbing the hill. The people take 
possession of the wide lawn meadow for their tethered 
donkeys, nondescript vehicles, and open-air furnaces (fortw 
di campagna) placed over a smoky fire, where fowls are 
frizzled in oil. Then a frugal feast is spread, and each 
jiarty of relatives and friends partakes of the food prepared. 
There is no drunkenness and no disorder, unless the inno- 
cent intoxication of pleasure in meeting comrades, the 
music, and the ringing of the bells produce boistergos 
hilarity of mood. 

The ruddy-faced priest, in a shabby black robe, from a 
remote hamlet over the hills in the direction of Carrara, 
greets warmly the doctor of Florence enjoying a holiday 
in the pure air of Vallombrosa, with a professional eye 
on the childi-en and the copper saucepans of the kitchen. 
The young students of the Forest School, chiefly Xeapoli- 
tana, literally dip themselves into the wave of humanity 
after months of isolation such as their soul abhors. The 
nobles and the children of tlie hotel sally forth and mingle 
with the seething masses with equal pleasure ia the 



The mid-August festival at Vallombrosa possesses few 
charms to the spectator. The peasantry have no lieaut? 
either of feature or costume. The women are sturdy rather 
than graceful, with cotton kerchiefs tied over their heads, 
and a tendency to brown plaid gowns; the men are jovial, 
bluff, and honest-looking: they form a uniform, dun- 
colored throng. All day the bells of the entire country- 
side peal forth in jubilant climax of sound in honor of the 
Assumption of the Madonna. 

Departure begins with the gathering shades of even- 
ing. The oxen and the donkeys disappear slowly down 
the road ; and the rural band marches away, strangled 
bursts of music borne back to the heights fitfully by the 
tcirocco, as if the dust had penetrated the polished I 




COUNTRY BELLS. 118 

instrunietits, and mingliag with the shrill, clear chaDtittg. 
of canticles by the girla, taking tJieir way through tlie 
woods, ^uch tracca of the invasioD as the finely pow- 
dered glass of broken wine flasks will linger in the grass 
and the paths for the unwary. 

The calm of twilight ensues, and the vesper bells ring a 
farewell Ijenediction to all the gay, chattering multitude. 
Sound emanating from the church tower floats forth spirit- 
wise, and ditimisscs the wayward company with a blessing. 

The August moon, full, mellow, and golden, rises beyond 
the Pratomagno, and shines down on Vallombroaa with a 
weird and shadowy effect. A melancholy silence reigns 
undisturbed at this hour. The mountains "live in holy 
families," with here and there a crag of gray rock on crest 
or slop glistening in the mild, pervading radiance. The 
pine-trees straggle up the hillside, or dipping deep into 
the hollows, form patches of intense darkness. Far to the 
eutward lie Camaldoli and La Vcrnia, and the slope 
where the savage knight Otho came fortli to aid meek 
Saint Francis of Assisi to build a sylvan hut or oratory 
of bouid>s and leaves, the human wolf touched by inoffen- 
«ivo gi>i>ilnea8. The moon gleams on the monastery roof, 
and forms a white space in the court of the little hotel, 
where the rose bloomed in a central bed. The students 
are performing a farce of Ooldoni with much dramatic 
akill, in a tiny theatre of their own adaptation up in a 
chamber of the vast convent building. 

Soon the night rules supreme in this secluded spot. 
The pines and tlie wind hold converse together. The 
trsnaient ebullition of modern life of the day is quenched, 
obliterated by the aadnGHa and austerity of midniirht 
Now, if ever, the monks of Vallombrosa quit the tomb to 
haunt the scene of their earthly pilgrimase. 

The Gray Brother wrestles with a fiend and crecta the 
mdc stune cross still standing on the ledge to eommemo- 
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rate his victory. Don John of the Cells again pervades 
the Paradisino with the wisdom of a Socrates. 

Lo ! a cloud obscuroB the moon's disk, and the Gray 
Brother on the cliff beholds the vision of a host of bUck 
cavaliers or winged demons flying past on a mighty whirl- 
wind, the tempest preceding the flood of 1333, and one 
crying to the terrified spectator, " We go to punish the 
city for her sins, unless God prevent it ! " 

The Abbot Beccheria di Pavia, the Ghibelline, set upon 
by the populace in 1252, and beheaded in the Piazza Santo 
Apollinare, showing that holy men should nut meddle 
with politics, may still lament his o^\'n temerity at this 
hour. 

The Gray Brother, descending a network of bypaths, may 
once more rescue the soldier, Bourbon, strayed from Cam- 
aldoli, fallen into the grasp of a body of hostile pcasanta, 
and conduct the famous leader to Pelago, on the route to 
Siena and safety. 

The two botanists. Padre Abate Don Biagio Biasi, and 
Don Bnmo To/.ze, cull blossoms and plants bathed by the 
night dews. What did they seek in their time, the worthy 
Frate ? Magical herbs wherewith to cure pain, gnarled 
roots deeply hidden in tlje rook possessing the virtue of 
revealing treasure, rare fruit or berries, to distil in blended 
richness with aromatio leaves into some elixir ai life, and 
render famous the order ? 

The pure and radiant moonlight floods a apace of road 
onco climbed by Saint Catherine of Siena, accompanied by 
Niccolft Soderini and Cristofano di Gano. This remarka- 
ble woman, whether estimated from a religious or a liia- 
torical standpoint, describes the sanctnary "as a solitajy 
place inhabited by hermits," and in her subsequent ec- 
stasies the mystical passions, the longing to endure suf- 
fering, the apifitusil conflicts of the sweet and tlie painful, 
are surely baunt«d by the demons of the wooda of VaUimi- 
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brma '* that obscured all the city and darkened the luioda 
of the people," 

The church liella have gone to fileep. Aa midnight 
deepens to dan-n, muuubeams or spectral ranka move noise- 
IvBsly through the pine groves, — a wan ho»t pressing up- 
irard to the sanctuarj', often weary and world -ataiued, to 
be vaahed in the living waters of thcae hilb. Foremost 
to reeeive and strengthen such wayfarers is San Giovanni 
Gualljerto, son of Meaner Gualboi-to, cavalier of the Signori 
di Petroio di Valdipcsa. 

The night wind whispers in the canopy of verdure, and 
the springs hidden from the moon in the moeay recesBca 
of the della eing of mercy and forgiveness during all the 
jrears since the knight learned the noble lcs3un on the 
heif^t of ^au Miuiato. 

A prOHsed rose, dry and colorless, placed between the 
pogcfl of a book, may still lireathe some Hecting casonce of 
the fngrance of Vallombroaa. "Ploaaure is a flower that 
fades; but memory ia the enduring perfume." 



m. THE CTPRE8S-TREE 

The cypress, slender and terminating in a sharp point, 
yet symmetrically rounded in closely interwoven foliage 
and branches, grows on the hill of San Miniato. 

The tree has its seasons of vtiril and festival, like the 
city outspread i>elow. The manifold associations of years 
rendor it a sentinel of the summit., a beacon, black and 
■altcnt in outline, amid rosy marbles and the glitter of 
mosaics, — the narrow nnedle-blade on the dial of time of 
prowth and decay. One does not question the age of a 
crpress-tpee any more than that of a woman. This spcci- 
mon may be searcely more than a vigorous aapling of its 
kind, or may have already attained tho full span of evprcBs- 
bood, and insidious decrepitude may already assail the roots. 
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Tlie cone-shaped tree has many memories on this slope. 
If it be not accepted as a st^p on the route of a Calvary 
leading to the tomb, from the gates of the Porte Sante up 
the hill from the city wall to the cemetery, or as a land- 
mark full of significance to a certain type of mind, on the 
way to the Franciscan convent on which the Christ of the 
pictured cross bowed to the cavalier Gualberto on Good 
Friday ho long ago, in approval of his clemency to his 
enemy, a still earlier picture rises to the mind. 

The east wind sways the cypress like a shadowy plume. 

The church and convent vanish, and a wood known as 
the Val di Bott« grows close, concealing in its depths a 
little tabernacle erected in honor of Saint Peter, where 
timid Christiana gathered to perform the rites of their 
religion in secret, actuated by fear of Roman persecution 
on the part of their rulers. In the year 270, under the 
Emperor Deciiis, San Miniato lived as a hermit with his 
disciples in this grove, called Arixbotta. The saint was 
of royal parentage and holy life. He suffered martyrdom 
in the city by decapitation, and walked to the one bridge 
then built, — that of Fiesole on the direct road from Rome 
to Florence, — aft«r execution, without his head. He found 
a resting-place among the martyrs buried in the tabernacle 
of Saint Peter. 

The west wind sways the cypresatree. 

The river Amo, swollen to a turbulent flood, flowed past 
the Flower City, — a Roman settlement still bearing the im- 
press of Cffisar and Augustus, scarcely emerged from a 
military camp in the field of flowers. San Frediano jour- 
neyed from Lucca, intent on making a pious pilgrimage 
to the shrine of San Miniato. The holy man feared to 
enter the pagan town, and would fain cross the angry 
stream in a frail boat, which lie achieved, despite the ter- 
rors of the boatmen, near the spot where the gate now 
stands bearing his name. 



San Miniato al Moiilc. 
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^^iiie cypress-tree shudders in the blast. 

r The height had been embellished by the erection of the 
Franciscan church and monastery. The bones of San 
Miaiato were no longer hidden in a little tabernacle in the 
Tood, but enshrined in the sumptuous sanctuary amid 
alabaster, carved wood, and frescos. Villas had appeared 
on the adjacent hills, and the graceful city with towera, 
bridges, and encircling walls in the valley had grown in 
beauty and prosperity with the unfolding centuries, and 
was threatened with besiegement by the famous soldier, 
the Prince of Orange, and the forces under hia command. 
Michelangelo, inspired with patriotic ardor, quitted his 
mighty task at Rome, and hastened to the defence of his 
native town, to aid in strengthening the fortifications. 
The patriot was prepared to die with his own; the artist 
would fain mask the marbles and mosaics of the beautiful 
temple of San Miniato in yielding substances to protect 
lustrous surfaces from the havoc of cannon-balls. 

The cypress rises motionless in the soft mists of 
autumn. 

The church bolls shed abi-oad their mellow note from 
the campanile, announcing the most animated day of the 
year on this 8]>ot, the Festa of All Souls. A dreamy tran- 
quillity lingered over the land, autumn still lending an 
incomparable richness of coloring to the Val d'Arno. The 
blue sky melted to opal tints on the horizon line of moun- 
tains veiled in purple shadows. On the distant Bloi>e of 
the Pratomagno, Tullombrosa was visible aa a cream- 
colored spot amid the dark belt of pines. Opposite, 
Fiesole rose on her crag bathed in a violet mist. Between 
lay the Flower City, cradle of the arts, wearing her 

I most bewitching aspect, her palaces, churches, and loggie 
in blended harmony of tints, fair and noble after so many 
storms of adversity, The glow of sunshine that softened 
all imperfections rested on roof and wall, the tower of the 
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Palazzo Vecchio, the great dome of the Cathedral, and tlio 
glistening shaft of Giotto's Campanile. Summer drought 
more than early frosts had seared the foliage. White dust 
lay thick on all the highways, where the country vehiclefl 
pasacd, loaded with wiue casks, or piled with (lyramida of 
wicker flaaks from the har^-eat of vineyards and olive 
grovea. In the calendar of the aeaaona purple and white 
asters bloom in the paths and parka bordering the drive of 
the CoUe winding around the creat of the hill, succeeding 
the earlier wealth of iria, roses, and lilies that fringe this 
8Ui>erh margin of the robe of the Flower City. Vines of 
the Virginia creeper species, changed by the advance of 
the autumn to scarlet Bt)ra.V8, clung to the terraces, and 
bordered the marble steps leading up to the church on tlie 
summit. The very atmosphere had soft depths like sil- 
very gauze or the frosted bloom on ripe fruit. 

Throngs of people had quitted the streets of the town 
and hastened from the surroimding country to this ahrtne 
from an early hour. The regret of mourners may stir 
the hearts of the bearers of wreaths and topers to the 
tombs, but the festn is a true holiday to the laughing 
contadini without a shadow of sad association. " Eat and 
drink, for to-morrow we die," is as plainly written on tJie 
brown faces of the young men and the amiling visage of 
the maidens, with their hair carefully arranged in a fash- 
ionable coiffure with comha and pins, a little shawl car- 
ried over the arm for evening wear, as was ever imprinted 
on the features of the pagan settlement in the day of San 
Miniato. 

Is there not a certain element of perennial joyfulness in J 
this youthful imouviance in visiting a cemetery, in keep — 
ing with the race, the sunny land, and the autumn ripen- 
ing of the (!;rape, the fig, and the olive? 

The crowd surges up tlie marble stepa, wave upon w»v*"" 
of multi-colored life, chatting and laughing. Groups c* 
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voung soldiers on lesvr, gauds « 

on thienes of v»x cutdles uid fmenal pHmJt flf »- 

mortelles, readers of tinael 1 

with almonds and tbe nuts «f I 

of children cooteod all daj iar ri^< ol nr to pt» ax 

Buriile crooaea, atstaca, oraa^ tad Ae tCHfJes bull kf 

Poles, Greeb, Fktnc^ or Brigtaa exik% Jeaiiaaa of 

retnainlng after death near the ramyi fe of tba Plaw w 

City. Sorely no iddr Io««ly Mja. fa f y «M ocr plMiled 

by the hand 4rf mm thaa Ihst of San Mtnite «■ Oe UU- 

top, earcMwd by the aiia and tlw viad «( Ifae f— lag 

yeara. 

Tbc hearr cortaiQ of &m cIhrIi door pi^ed ande, 0w 
ancient lemfde Tears its moat evrioaa Mpt et d the year 
on this occasion. Plovers ftrrv tfae pareneot, nnriini; 
the slaoea above loT-lying beada; little p>ldeii itan «f 
tapers twinkle on all sides, sbeddii^ a trearaloas ligdrt 
oo the ttefw leading op to the dMrii^ and tUrariaatti^ Ae 
mysterioas depths of crypt, Ae — rfcle iacnatntiaaa ti 
polpit and apae, and lestii^ oo Ike aMnie cf Saa Mtnlato 
before his SsTioor. 

This is s trae temple of sleep, despcte the ripple of nd- 
nnlinn of the Festa of the IWti M*rii, pnrded by the 
symbolical figures, the doves and lions rampant of tcas^> 
lated cbspels, piltan of ^^rptiao coralline, jasper, aad 
porphyry, and stained glaaa, the aanahine gloving Ihroogb 
the alabaster windows of the preabytery. The eorreat o( 
yooth pervades the shrine; Tbe pain of rietoty beloags 
to tbe beaattfal yoong cardinal of Portugal, sleeping io 
marble repose, vstebed by angels in the shadowy chspel 
yonder, the guest of the monks of Hoate Oliveto, pro- 
Donnced by the Frat« Ambroae "more ao^l than bomaa " 
in life; 

Tbe nmtadiru press into the ebnrch to perform a rito 
I resembling an appeal to good Saint A'alcntine. If 
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the girls can seat theraaelves for a moment in the quaint 
marble chair of the bishop, and repeat a prayer after- 
ward, thinking of a lover in favor, marriage with the 
objcet of choice may result during the twelvemonth. 

In the Piazza Michelangelo beyond, the bronze David 
watches in the radiant atmosphere, with golden lights 
falling on head and shoulders, — emblem of youthful 
strength, 

The cypress-tree stands motionless on the height When 
Tribold designed tho statue of Earth for the sacristy of San 
Lorenzo, to complete the design of Michelangelo, the fig- 
ure, with sorrowfully drooping head and arras, was crowned 
with cypress. Such is the shadowy emblem of grief of San 
Miniato on the Fcsta of All Souls, 

We descend the terraces of the piazza, cross the Ponte 
alle Grazie, pass along the Lung' Arno, and enter the 
colonnade of the Uffizi, terminating in a perspective of tJie 
maaaive wall of the Palazzo Vecchio, with the tower soar- 
ing far above the town. Beyond, a flood of western sun- 
shine pervades the Piazza Signoria, which leaves the 
equestrian statue of Cosirao L in shadow, while bathing 
the Palazzo Vecchio in rosy flames, from the stately portal 
to the battlements where the shields of the Republic blazed 
in vivid hues, — red, blue, and gold. In the Lo^ia dei 
Lanzi a beggar sleeps on one of the stone benches, his 
slumbera watched over by the Greek Vestals, the bronze 
Perseus, and the dying Ajax. 

The clear tones of San Miniato's funeral bell follow us 
down to the town. A scent of cypress, immortelles, in- 
cense, and hot wax of flaring candles pervades even 
darkening Street of the Watermelon. 
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CHAPTER V3. 



BY THE CITY GATE. 

iV/rORXING light penetrates the Window on the Street 

■^ of the Watermelon. A rose has fallen from the bal- 

^*^Txy above, and sheds abroad a delicate fragrance which 

***^v be accepted as a greeting from the entire rose world, 

^*^li«ther from hedge of wild-brier or the plantations of 

**^licst perfume in distant Roumelia. 

Jn the rear of the monastery of San Marco, divided by 
^ apace of street later, the Persian rose-tree long bloomed 
the spot where Savonarola preached to spell-bound 
'"tenera. 

"Tliought may be spiritualized, vivified by the manifold 

^Delations of a fading rose in Florence. Thought quits 

*--*-^ window. nasHPs nn swift and tioisplpsa wing the length 

the Square of St. 

rk, and follows the Via Cavour in the direction of the 



It 



B window, passes on swift and noise 
^ -^ the Street of the Watermelon, cross 

^=^11 Gallo Gate. 
.-^ The day is a Sunday in the season of Lent, bright^ 
^ ,^-lniy, inexpressibly beautiful and serene, in the joy of 
* "^^ing. Crowds throng the Church of St. Mark; and tlie 






^^iiger colony hasten to the 1 
^ent Via Lamamora. 



lish 8er\'ice in the ad- 



Garden walls, chrome-tinted and already suggestive of 

-.^^■ring, flank the Via Cavour, enclosing detached villa and 

^-*sj}ital. Tlie babies are abroad ia raiment of pink, blue, 

*-*d crimson, in charge of indulgent fathers. The babies, 

**-«ir vivacious little faces half hidden by poke-bonnets or i 

^*gantic hats, toddle valiantly, making vague commenta I 
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on a new world of eight and sound, while elder brothers 
and Bisters, acting as escort and flying sqimdron, occasion- 
ally subject them to rapturous embraces. Thus the San 
Gallo Gate is reached. 

Pausing at the corner, what do we see ? A wide modern 
square, surrounded by yellow buildings with uniform 
colonnades, where the north wind sweeps, and the white 
dust eddies in clouds, each in their season. Avenues 
diverge on either side, and the range of Apennines, visible 
in the distance, is crowned by Monte Pcllegrino, covered 
with fresh snow, rising like a pinnacle of silver in an 
atmosphere of soft mists. Fountains shed their spray in 
the centre of the piazza ; the triumphal arch erected on 
the accession of Francis n., Duke of Lorraine, husband of 
Maria Theresa, to the duchy of Tuscany spans the way, 
and before it still stands the dismantled shell of tower of 
the old Porta San Oallo. The Piazza Cavour, spacious 
and sunny, might be a portion of Munich or Milan. There 
remains only that detached arch, the gate, to indicate the 
line of wall and rampart designed by Amolfo di Cambio 
to protect the town. 

The spot is the scene of unusual animation. The Nut 
Fair, held at one of the gat«s each Sunday in Lent, whether 
Porta Romana, Porta al Prato, or Porta San Frediano, 
takes place here to-day. 

What life, color, and movement pervade the ancient 
tower! Little stands draped with red and white cotton, 
decked with flags and garlands of flowers, display their 
wares to the utmost advantage, — walnuts and hazel-nuts, 
piles of oranges, and the popular hriggidini, the thin wafer- 
cake of anise-seed and flour, cousin-german to the Grillade i 
I'Anis of Provence. Stout old wives tend the portable fur- 
naces in which the cakes are baked by means of the irons 
with longhandles. The slender and yellow youth with black 
hair, possessing all the qualities of the Florentine popu- 
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lace in oimble vit, mockery, and great To]ubility of vitu- 
perative power, has a cart laden witli glass candleaticka 
and blue and yellow vases, probably mended by some artist 
of the profession. A portly man with a bulbous nose 
presides over a lottery wheel; the booth of the vender of 
tiny copper kettles and liliputian watering-pots for juve- 
nile gardeners ouly yields the palm to a rival in miscella- 
neous toys; while a rack of genuine rag-dolls, guiltless of 
noees, yet with the rosiest of cheeks, suggests the labor of 
the convent 

Above the crowd rises the shell of tlie old San Gallo 
Oate, with the traces of fresco still discernible within the 
arch. Past and present mingle in the curious blending 
of the historical and the artistic with modern life, which 
ia so renmrkablo a phase of the town. 

The Nut Fair, the wide Munich square, the tramway 
with its attendant tlirong, vanish, and the boundary of wall 
once more contracta to the limit of the gate. 

In (he year 1482 a monk, with neither purse nor scrip, 
entered that gata The monk waa Savonarola, whoso fame 
to-day attracts the stranger to these precincts. Small of 
stature, erect in bearing, he possessed ardent eyes, an 
aquiline nose, a wrinkled brow, and a whit« skin which 
colored easily. Tlie city charmed without subjugating 
his reason. Florence resembled some beautiful animal 
awakening at bis touch to feline caresses, then swiftly 
taming to rend him with savage ferocity. 

NThe tliread of his familiar history is essential to these 
gea. Can it be too often repeated ^ Elsewhere univer- 
t'toleration may bo akin to indifference, but hero we 
M be brothers and catholic in tlie matter of burning 
adlos before many shrines. Through diverse nirntal 
windows has that man, clad in the monk's robe and cow], 
been scnitinized since he entered the City riate. 

Forgotten in the eighteenth century, scoffed at by Eng- 
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HbIi sceptics, and condemned by Voltaire, to tlie Gemim 
mind Savonarola ia naturally Proti'stant, after canoniiiu- 
tion by Mai-tin Luther and the reaearches of Rudclbaeli, 
which tended to provo that the monk of SL Mark prepared 
the way of the Reformation. 

The traveller who beholds the bronze figure of Savonarola 
seated at tlie base of the Luther monumt-nt at WorniB 
with uplifted finger, and all the fiery eloquence of tl»^* 
Southern orator discernible on his aquiline features, i'»* 
Bcarcely fail to be thrilled with sympathy for the Gwrma-"* 
estimate of the preacher. It is also through the Genua- ^*^ 
mind that the reformer ia valued as a delicate and reti^*^ 
ing character, yet a man who, in an age of deceit, cowar^^' 
ice, and crime, cut through the hazy eea of life li^ 
ship proof against storms. 

Savonarola was claimed by Verhoiden, Jean Wolfin^^ 
Bdze, Vigner, Cappel, The Lutherans called him the faith-^'' 
ful witness of truth, the precursor of evangelical reform^^ 
the scourge of Babylon, the awom enemy of Antichristr"^' 
the Luther of Italy. On the otlipr hand, Filippo NoriS^ 
and Catherine Ricei, who were canonized, worshipped the** 
memory of the prior condemned to death by their chnrclL 
Pope Benedict XIV. enrolled the reformer amoi^ other 
righteous souls of his great work, "De Servorum Dm 
Beatificatione. " 

The yomig Scotch or Ifish girl, bred in the strietesi 
Calvinistic tenets, exclaims on arrival at Florence, with 
aeriouH gray eyea dilating, "I should like best to Tisit 
the places aaered to Savonarola." 

The old American of Puritan descent^ journeying abroad 
in search of health, feels the blood of Jonathan Edwards 
and Cotton Mather stir in his own veins in examining the 
Bible treasured in the glass case of the monk's cell in the 
convent of St. Mark, with the marginal notes in the 
handwriting of the preacher. 
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To the Roman Catholic, by whom the moat conscientious 
work of historian baa been done, from fellow Dominican 
to eruditti Pisan professor, Savonaiolu la ever a loyal son 
of tlie Church; and hia personality is rendered with all 
possible delicacy of touch and detail as well as reverence 
of sentiment, in the refinement of the gentleman, whoso 
food might be of the most frugal kind, hut whose clcanli- 
nesa and purity of raiment and habit must bo that of Saint 
Benedict. 

Who can fail to regret that Magliabccchi did not pub- 
lish all he kneir conccniing Savonarola in the projected 
volumes, — the first to have contained the life of the father 
as written by Pico della Mirandula, the nephew, Bur- 
lamaeehi, Razzi, and others; the second, the a)K>logio3 and 
manuscripts; the third, the testimony of noted authors in 
favor of the martyr, the exposition and refutation of his 
adversaries; and the fourth and fifth, the works of the 
great man ? Magliabccchi did nut accomplish the task. 
Tlie eccentric Florentine, with his anient love of study 
and prodigious memorj', died aa he had lived among the 
books which he had hoarded, perhaps watched over to Uie 
end liy his friends the spiders, whose webs ho never por- 
miUed to be distnrlicd. 

Saronaroln cnt4?rcd Florence by the San Oallo Oatc in 
tbtynr 1482. He was born at Ferrara, Sci»t, 21, 1452, 
o( ■ mother gifted with a powerful understanding, and a 
vorthy citizen of a fallier. An excellent grandfather 
watchc<l over a sad chihlhoo<l when, according to certain 
chroniclers, the lK>y escaped from ihe noisy sports of com- 
panions of his own age to erect littlo altars. ITe entered 
a church of the Augtistines when visiting Faenza, and 
heard one of tliose sermons preached which still {Mssess 
no powerful an influence on the Latin races in tlioir sus- 
ceptibility to the charm of eloquent oration and even mcr« 
elocution uf dramatic and poetical decltimaliun. A pen* 
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fiivc youth, addicted to playing the lute and musing apar -^_^^ 
while all Fen-ara, parents included, trooped forth to — ij- ^ 

some holiday, has such coloring of romance aa the vagTie=^=-, 
defined tale uf loving a young girl in a neighboring f^~ ^m\ 
den, the illegitimate daughter of the Strozzi, then in cxi^^K^a 
and of being haughtily repulsed by her. Making vera ^ le sj^ 
playing on the lute, fascinated and repelled by the 8tL^M.^dy^ 
of the Platonian philosophy, — Buch would be tlie natu_jMr-al 
preparation for retirement to the cloister in that age. 

Ferrara, the courtly and luxurious city, where Ti-.^^fc*" 
and Eleanora d'Este dwelt later, under the sway of Da-iB-Jte 
BorsD might give banquets in the palace; the fmer ^Es^r 
and keenly spiritualized nature of the boy Saronar" *^*'* 
heard only the groans of the prisoners chained in the d -m.M^- 
geous below. 

Pope Pius II., having summoned a council to be belli 
Mantua to consider a fresh crusade of holy war in 1-t— ^^^^ 
entered Perrara in state, beneath a canopy of cloth-of-gc* *- '^ 
while barges, magnificently adorned, floated on the riv*^-^'^' 
Eneas Silvius Piccolomini is perhaps the most pleas » ^^'^ 
figure in the entire chain of the papacy. His hist-*:^^^'^ 
Btill glowa fresh in the frescos of Pinturricchio wiU^*- ^ 
the precincts of the Duorao of his native Siena, - 
Europe failed to appear at the rendezvous of Ancona, '•^ ^^^ 
day for crusades being over. Wise Cosimo de* Med*- ^^'^ 
playing chess at his villa in the silence of gouty a^^"^' 
made his comment, dry, apt, and the more forcible ^^ 
habitual rarity of speech. The Pope, an old man, y^^^^ 
striving to perform the exploits of youth. . 

Savonarola, apparently unmoved by these spectacles 
pomp and splendor, was writing, "On a Disregard of O-^ 
World," reading the works of Saint Thomas Aquinas a^^^^ 
Saint Dominic, and had bcgim to formulate tlie pray^^^ ' 
" O Lord, make known to me the way in which 1 am 
guide my soul ! " 
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Already he was one of the innovators tJmt follow sfray 
lights or heavenly bcacuns, and arc deemed bv their fel- 
lows sagi-8, mudmeo, martyrs. Already he was fathoming 
those shadowy depths of self for undevelojied powers 
irom whivh the majority of us shrink, as from an uucx- 
plored country. 

Then ensued the separation of the family, that terrihie 
exoetion of Cathulieism in a, sad world. Savonarola 
quitted the pstemal roof, leaving a letter of explanation, 
and sought the vocation of a religious life. He went to 
Bologna, the second city of the papal States, whore he 
remained (or seven years, — seven years of silence and 
meditntion in the rich town of famous memories, enshrin- 
ing the remains of Saint Dominic. Ascetic as an Cgyp- 
tiun hermit iu a lax age, taxing a sensitive frame by 
unsparing vigil and fasting, sleeping on a bed of sticks, 
studying the writings of Saint Augustine, Cassian, and, 
above all, the Bible, committing the canonical books to 
memory, — Savonarola bore himself with humility and 
gentleness to all about him. 

Evil times bad fallen on Itah', with Giuliano de' Medici 
Rmitten down in the Duomo at Florence, and his brother 
Lorenzo fighting for his life, at the si^al of the elevation 
of the golden chalice of sacrament before the altar, the 
Pnzzi u turbulent instruments of the deed, and Sixtiis IV. 
with his son, Cardinal Riario, in the background of politi- 
cal machinations. After the death of good Pius II. a 
ftoccession of popes ruled, each more cornipt than his 
predecdssor, to the culmination of the Borgia. Savonarola 
in Uie monastery of B-tlogna waited in silence and medi- 
tation, studying his Bible until the power of speech should 
come. "Tlio strong man and the waterfall channel a 
path for themselvtw," aays the proverb. 

Tli« monks of his convent sent him to join the com- 
munily of the Dominicans at Florence, recognising in hira 
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those aiiBtere virtues which they may have lacked. He 
get forth and crossed the pass so familiar to all of us, fnun 
the curving line of railway through the gorges aod cut- 
tingB of tuunel iq the hillside. 

That solitary wayfarer belongs to history, and is a fignre 
replete with the deepest sigiitlicunce ai>art troai all petty 
tumult of hia time. He repn'seuls the awakening of the 
soul of his century and one of the elements of humanity'i 
renaissance. Groping his way, he could only contemplate 
the career of Pope Sixtus IV. and of the Cardinal Riario^ 
who was squandering wealth in the most lavish entertain 
meats at Rome, where he lodged Eleanor of Arragun, 
daughter of the King of Naples, on her way to marry the 
Duke of Ferrara, in a palace built of precious woods for 
the occasion. 

" Oh, that I could break those soaring wings ' " Sodi 
was the exalted thought of tho monk traversing the mooB- 
tain pass, as the wind blew through the pine and beeA 
trees. Possibly the pines of those sylvan solitudes, wift 
the sky for the dome of a t<mple not made witli luBd% 
caught up then the first whisper of the Reformation, 
"Oh, that 1 could break those soaring wings 1" meaning 
the temporal papal power. 

Thus Savonarola reached the City Gate, where we stand 
on this Sunday of Lent. Lot us follow his shade. Wc 
are led to the convent of St. Itark. 

The day resembles the earthly career of the reformer. 
It is morning at Sau Marco, fresh with hope and promise; 
a noontide ensued of fame and usefulness in the preaching 
of the Puomo, and then came night in the burning at the 
stake of the Piazza della Signoria. Such was the Calvary 
of pilgrimage for Savonarola in the Flower City, 

A Sabbath stillness broods over the convent of St. 
Mark, where the echo of civic and religious strife has long 
died away to tranquil repose. The first cloister, 
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Koed walls and columned arcades, and firase-plat in 
thcr conti-e, is ateepod in siinsliine. The belfry of the ad- 
jufH-nt cliiircli, aoariuf! toward a heaven of intense and 
cluudWa liluc, is nsiblo at an angle dear to amatcurB, 
aa is tlie court of the Bargc-Uo, 

St. Mark cmhalms the best specimen of the monastery 
in the form of a museum which we arc likely to visit St. 
Mark, like Nature in her recurring summers of vine and 
blossom, also embalms the holiness of certain lives, — great 
men who have created an atmosphere of their own person- 
ality in the places where they have lived, St. Mark is of 
itself a rich and lovely missal, full of hallowed memories, 
fach p»ge of association illuminated in gold leaf and in 
aralicsque designs of the times, with angelic choii-s hover- 
ing on half-furled wings, the eager questioning of naive 
and youthful farea and of venerable saints to the intruder: 
" Do you believe ? Are you one of us ? Tlien welcome, 
thrice welcome, dear brother, to our mystical rhapsodies 
<rf adoration and the foretaste we offer of paradise ! " 

No element of pain and terror mars the sunshine of the 
Lcotrn launilay here, for Fra Angelico and the pood Saint 
Antooino dwelt in these cells before Savonarola's stormy 
rale. 

The piard turns the wheel to admit the visitor, and the 
cloister t-choes to the footsteps of the traveller, red guide- 
Imok in hand, or a group of young soldiers with honest 
brown faces and the aspect of appreciative intelligence 
and propriety noticeable in tlie Latin races in availing 
themBclves of the free ingress to gallery or mnseum. 

The convent was built by Silvcstrinc monks of Vallom- 
brosa in the thirteenth century. The Silveatrines dwelt 
here for a century, and then after a visitation of the 
plague, fell into ill-repute. Coaimo, the prudent Pater 
PatriR, transferred a small band of PominiejLns from the 
monastery of Sao Giorgio at Sun Miniato to these pre- 
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cincts, and banished the recreant Silvcstrincs to the t» ^"-iffl- 
bier aanctuary. To rebuild and embelliah St. Mark iv'^^i 
work of mudi interest to the first great Medici some yt^^in 
before tic l*itti Palace and the Boboli Gardens were j:^ to- 
ject«d. nie library, which comprised the collcctiou of 
Niccolo Niecoli, waa flie first public one in Italy. E^^ra 
Augelico and Fra Benedetto were brought from S5 an 
Domenico at Fiesole to decorate cha[>el, cloister, and «L «jr- 
niitory. The proud record of St. Mark remains thati it 
was the cradle of art, literature, and liberty. From th.^se 
walls issued, later, the cry against Mediccan tyranny. 

Onr first weleoiuo is given by the gentle souls, ^'r« 
Angelico and Saint Antonina The artist wrought tit*^*®* 
shadowy Christa and drooping Sfadonnas witli prayers £«J*^ 
t«ars. The saint strove to heal the wounds of war ^fc**'' 
pestilence by almsgiving and tlie institution of charita-**" 
works. Both remind ua of Mclanchthon. Fra Angpl**'*'' 
in mingling the colors of liis flagellations and pit* ** 
crucifixions still undinmied on the convent wall, n*^ 
have meditated on Melanchthon's summary for not reg^" ' , 
ting life: first, he would sin no more; second, ho wt>*^ , 
be no longer exposed to the fury and the invective* 
theologians; third, he would come to the light; fou^^ 
he would see God; fifth, he would contemplate the -^'-^ 
of God. ^ 

Luther might have said of the Archbishop AntoninC j 
of Mclanchthon: "Magister Pliilippua goes softly ^^^m 
quietly, builds and plants, sows and waters, with joy^ 
God has given him his gifta richly." 

Stillness broods over the cloifiter. Saint Peter, maf^^^ ,„ 
above the sacristy door places his finger on his lip^^ Lj,e 
enjoin silence, while on the side of ihc /ore»teria, — {ul 

apartments devoted to hospitality, a quaint and heaoC^^ " v- 
Christ as a pilgrim is welcomed in a touching raaimc -^^"^ 
two Dominican monks. 
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The traveller witJi the red guidebook and the group 
ot young Holdiera troop into the great refectoiy, where the 
two radiant angclc of Fra Burtolommeo's Providenza still 
feed the brotliers seated before an empty table. Thcnco 
they gain the small refoetory, with Chirlandajo's Last 
Supper ill shadow on the mouldy wall, or linger before 
Fm Angelico's Crucifixion in the chapter-houac. 

The passage tu the inner cloister of the novices, now 
cluec'd and with the hooded portrait of Savonarola on the 
wall, also leads to the long flight of steps. At the moment 
ft party of strangers descend, — a stout mother and smil- 
ing daughters, flushed, excit«d, happy in the possession of 
trumpeting angels on gilded panels just purchased above, 
These angels wing their flight over the world. Florence 
may be pardoned if disinclined to similar purchase of 
tht! rainbow shapes set in Gothic wooden frames of every 
shop-window, just as Neapolitan ladies are averse to wear- 
ing piuk coral. 

Stillness bruoda over the upper floor. Tlio dark roof, 
with (he heavy beams, slopes above tlie long eorridora 
extending right and left, with the twin rows of narrow 
(loom. That dark roof is suggestive of winter storms, the 
long corridors of midnight orisons and vigils. Sombre 
memories meet and overwhelm the visitor at the top of 
th*" stairway. In a cell near the landing, refractory monks 
were punished, as iron rings in tiie masonry al>ovc the 
•tone bench attest. Facing the stair is the cell of .Saint 
Antonino, before he was created Archbishop of Florence. 
The rich vestments of the modest prelate are treasured In 
a glass case. The place contains, in addition, a cast of 
his features taken nft*>r death, a rrayon portrait by Fra 
Bartolommeo, and another of the Fra Lorenzo Ripa Fratta, 
who Bcr/>mpanied Fra Angi'lico and his brother to Cor- 
tona, when tlicy asHumcd the Dominican habit Noto the 
g)!n4!alogica.l tree of the monks of the convent: the name 




of Savonarola has bocn nearly obliterated by the kisses 
of his followers. Thu daylight comes throug'h the tiny 
grated window. The fresco of the wall represents Christ 
descending into Limbo. Assuredly, of all the works of 
the old painters on the subject, this ranks first in the 
heart, if not in the mind of the observer. Greater breadUi 
of ti^atment and knowledge of modelling and color there 
may have been, yet Fra Angelo's Redeemer alone ex- 
presses the haste of a divine compassion, in the fullest 
sense, to liberate the anxious patriarch Adam and his 
companions from the shadowy depths of the lesser pur- 
gatory, while the demons of death, resembling grotesque 
shrimps and lizards, lurk and scowl behind the rirea 
portal. 

Beyond, the reliquary of the Madonna of the Star from 
the sacristy of Santa Maria Novella 8|)arkles like a jewel 

(with those kindred gems in tlie adjacent nooks, — the Coro- 
nation of the Virgin and the Annunciation, the Prcdella 
of each finished with tho delicacy of miniatures. 
How fresh the charm of a personal discovery of these 
treasures within tho precincts of the old monastery! £ach 
new-comer realizes for the moment tlie aentiraent of a 
Columbus, and believes himself to be the first in an emo- 
tion of just appreciation. Other generations will visit the 
spot in their day, and experience similar delipht in the 
revelation of the beautiful as a wayside Bucramont. The 
babies of all lands now nestling in the maternal arms, as 
the Madonna della Stella holds the infant Jesus, will visit 
this spot on their wedding journeys, and find the snnnjr 
cloister unchanged, the lapse of years marked by the noise- 
less passage of cloud shadows on tho dial. 
. . The link of fresco extends through all that chain of tiny 

■ cells along the corridor, — the Sermon on the Mount, with 

I Judas wearing a black halo, as the symbol of a dead 

virtue, after the Greek usage; watchful Magdalenea; aad ^J 

I ^ 
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th« HIj of motherhood, — the White Madonna, — bending 
to be crowned by her Son amid the clouds. 

Tho last cell, adjoining the church, with the inner 
chjunbor approached by steps, was built by the munificent 
patron, Cosimo tho Elder, as a retreat for himaelf when 
be wifthed to converge with Saint Antonino and Fra An- 
^lioii. \^en Pope Eugeuiua IV. conseci'ated the church 
iu 1432, he was lodged here. 

On the other side the line of cells is broken by the lofty 
hall hung with the silken banners used in the festivities 
of Dante's centenary and the erection of his statue in the 
Square of Santa Croce. 

The library whither Savonarola is reputed to have 
withdrawn, carrying tlie Host, when the convent was at- 
tacked by the mob. makes a sM;ond break in the continuity 
of corridor. The library is rich and impressive iu asi>oct, 
dpspit« tho empty shelves. The central desk contains the 
illuminated choir-bonks, precious tomes gathered from the 
Badia, the Carmine, and Monte Oliveta Whole wreaths 
of rhildrcn still troop laughing across tlie pages, delineated 
by the brush of Fra Eustacbio, while the delicate hues of 
Plautilla Nelli and her sister, the nuns of St. Catherine, 
remain undimmcd, Tho wedding gift of the Orand-duko 
I<eo|>old II. to his bride, Maria Antoinetta, in the form 
of a missal, illuminated by t'ra Angelico, linda a place of 
h'lRor among the choir-books. 

This room waa once damaged by an oarthtinake, a most 
unpleasant, ani^estion at this date. Savonarola again 
claims the visltitr at the extremity of the second lonj^ cor- 
ridor. Tlie Iwo chamlK-rs gained by tho outer chajtel 
lielong not to San Marco, but to all history, in the emanci- 
pation of tJio human mind from the tjTanny of terrible 
evil. 

In the chapel the tablet opposite the door records that 
Leo X., after visiting the place m lulG, granted aa indul- 
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gence of ten years to those who prayed in the inner cclL 
The frescoB of the Madonna and Child, by Fra Bartolom- 
meo, are attached to the wall. Two busts in terra-cotta 
of Savonarola and Girolamo BeniHeni, by Gjrolumo 
Bastiniani, the modeiTi Florentine sculptor, whose imita- 
tion of the cinqae-cento work has deceived connoisseurs, 
are placed on pedestals and attract the eye by their singu- 
lar fidelity to line and wrinkle of the human countenance. 

Within is the shrine of pilgrimage, — the two tiny cella 
of the prior of St. Mark. The desk contains tJie copies of 
sermons, with marginal notes in a microscopic handnTit- 
ing: the worn wooden crucifix is placed near the window. 
In a case snch relics are treasured as rosary, hair shirt, a 
fragment of wood from the burning stake. On the wall of 
the inner cell bangs the quaint old picture of the csecu- 
tion on the Piazza Signoria, with the two angels unrolling 
above the blank scroll on which posterity should inscribe 
a verdict of the cruel scene. 

We do not accept Pope Leo's absolution by praying on the 
spot; we do not worship the relics collected here as hav- 
ing worked miracles; but we uncover the head, touch the 
wall, the small, grated caBomont, inspired by a sentiment 
of profound reverence for a great and nol>io memory. 
From these narrow precincts, this threshold, " Savonarola's 
soul went out in fire." 

Arrived by the city gate on that first journey, Florence 
received him coldly, — did not, in fact, notice the monk at 
alL Towns are apt to entertain their angels unawares. 
Long years of waiting must elapse before Savonarola 
gained a hearing in the Puomo. 

The Florence of that day presents the moat familiar 
phase of poetical splendor on which historian, philoso- 
pher, and dilettante still delight to dwell. Wo treasure it 
like some rare work of art, preserved in the case of a 
museum, admiring the fair proportions of thia model ol 
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a State in miniatare, murelling at the cantraet with the 
rude manners and defectire education of the r^maiader of 
Eorope. Lorenzo's Floretwe resen^Its Oreagna'a Taber- 
nacle, with richest plaj of fancj in the huTDonioos blend- 
ing of statuette, bas-relief, bust, and intaglio^ and greatest 
refinement of architectural perfectioo in the welding to- 
gether of marble, pietra-dura, nkosaie, enamel, and gilded 
glass. The maasire graadrar of Trajan's column, as 
emblematic of Roman historr is stone, has qoite another 
aspect 

Lorenso tfac MagntGoent bad seeiired the eomaMm- 
wcalth to himself, ciniTerting an ioherilance of glass into 
iron, to quote the rerdict of Lodorico Sfotxa. The ac- 
complished man of the world mores our speeulatire ad- 
miration, whether in the atfaletie vfortm of a nboat jrootfa, 
capable of drawing sword in sdf-Jrfiww, the peeUxiag 
and philusophizing mood of sanner ereahigB so lh» ter- 
raec or in the logsia of a favorite villa, sarTOOMled hf 
CDiirtierB and scbolan, or the a^iect u( the statesntn, 
subtle, prudent, sagaefooa abore his fellows. Be ««• Ibe 
chief architect of that ttniple preaerred for oar lebarely 
inspection hj the eryita] cms of Ustor^, albrit the fiovn- 
dnUotts had long been prepared tat Um. The mas of the 
world had the petvnna] dJsadTKiiligii <4 hanh featnra, a 
iwarthj skin, and a nasal voiee. Be pnnlahed hia ene- 
mies with sereritj. is accosed o< a ecrtain eoUaeaa of 
heart even to his frienda, and uu a iiupu lonaly app r o p ri- 
■ted the foods of doweHeas girls to his own ends. The 
strong mnst win. and the weak go to the wall. How 
else would the Mcdiri haw proved MmarU a worldling? 
Neverthclcaa be is a aoperlf figmre; and the velcoae 
•xtended to each of aa, hi oar time, la that of I^vresxo 
the Magnifieent, whose v^mt&tf aad eoBrtcsj' we mi|d>t do 
«vn to emalate. The glaaoor ef ■ rich individttatitj is 
thrown over o«r aober senaea rrea at this dislrr of date; 
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How varied tlie phases of his character and bis rule' 
Orsini, under the direction of Andrea Verrocchio, mod- 
ellwi three life-size figures in wax of the prinee for 
churches, iu the dress worn when he appeared at the palace 
window after escape from the Pazzi conspiracy. Antonio 
Pollajuoto struck a medal of the ancient choir of Santa 
RejMirata and the assassination of Giuliano. Once Pope 
Sixtua IV, had spared his neck, he showed himself a true 
descendaut of Salvestro, gonfaloniers of the town in 1370, 
and of Cosimo, Pater Patriae, in his prudent relations 
with such neighbors as the Baglioui of Perugia, the 
Vitclli of Castello, the Bentivoglio of Bologna, the Man- 
fredi of Faenza. At tlie same moment he lulled Florence 
to sleep in false security by flacrificing to the muses, reviv- 
ing the games, the carnival pageants, composing sonnets, 
jeux d'emprit^ and sharing the feasting of gaj cavaliers. 
He touched his ItTe and sang of Bacchus and Ariadne: 
"How beautiful is youth I" 

Endowed with a subfile and penetrating perception of all 
things, and possessing the supremely reiined taste of the 
most refined of capitals, Lorenzo still charms and surprises 
us by the ease with which he passed from collecting gems, 
intaglios, and medals, in the Riccardi Palace, to theologi- 
cal discussion, the opening of a Platonic academy, the 
criticism of antique statuary, the arrangement of the gar- 
dens of San Marco as a school of art, where he mingled 
with the pupils, the consideration of the science of medi- 
cine, metaphysics, the practice and theory of music, or 
the inspection of the clock made for him by Lorenzo Ai 
Volpaja, which marked the hour of the day, the motion of 
the snn and planets, eclipses, signs of the zodiac, and 
revolutions of the heavens. Latin and Greek were sedu- 
lously cultivated, as French was made the court language 
of Russia under Catherine the Great, but the Italian 
tongue was not suffered to decline. Add to these interesti 
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war to maintain the boundaries of domain, and delicate, 
diplomatic missions to Naples and Rome, witli the ulti- 
matL' end in view of the marriage of a daughter in the 
funijv uf a new pope, anil Uie firmness of the muscles be- 
neath llie silken glove is apparent. 

Then the chameleon spirit of Lorenzo flitted to the 
countr}' to beautify his villa at Po^io a Cajano with 
woods and sjuu-kling waters, fish and game, and watch the 
growth of rare plants. In the tranquillity of such retreats, 
apart from the tumult of the city, politics, and the throng of 
tbe market-place, tbo ruler could compose '■ Xencia da Bar- 
berino," — an idyl redolent of the Tuscan soil, people, and 
manners, — and tbe " Riapctti, " still sung on the Pjgtojau 
bills, as far as the Maremma and the Campagna ; the cures 
of the shepherd Corinto, which resembles the eclogues of 
tbo ancients; the mythological scene of Ambra; and the 
spirited poem of tbe "Hawking Party" (La Carria rtm 
faicotut). Tbe cynicism nndcrlying even the " Lays of Car- 
nival," and the epicureanism of the "Canzone a Ballo," 
haro a counterpoise in the spiritual songs, rivalling thone 
of his gifted mother, tbe aspiration of a soul dissatisfied 
vjth glorj, splendor, and the wealth of this world. 

Sapple, adroit, keenly observant of bis own horizon, 
and cold of heart, be must rule or succumb to rivals. 
Surb was the niediteval game of chance for prince and 
citiion. 

The palaces and villas of tbe Strozzi, i^crini, Aecia- 
juoli, Hassetti, Valori, Alessandri, and Pandolfiui rivalled 
the habitations of the Medici in sculptnrc and paintinic, 
while the bru^-hme merchants of that day were travel- 
ling anti<|narianK, in aearch of ran manoscrtpta and ob- 
jecta of art Aniiquiliea came from Rome, \aplra. or 
Viterbo^ the vsan from Gn^ce, tbe precioos pkrdiiDeata 
from Constantinopte. 

The court of each little prince strare to ecllpae otlwrt 
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in the cultivation of art, science, and letters. Milan pos- 
sessed Filelfo ; Modcna, Jean Aurispa ; Rome, Platina and 
Jacques Ammanati; while Florence could boast of Ficino, 
Politian, or Aml>roao Traversa. Cecco Simonetta was the 
minister of Francesco Sforza, Antonio Beccadclli coun- 
sellor of the King of Naples, Leonardo Aretino, Poggio 
Bracciolini, and, later, Macchiarelli, secretaries o£ the 
Florentine Republic, 

How they glow, untarnished by the lapse of centuries, 
the cities where the traveller loves to linger in contem- 
plation of their marbles, frescos, and varied arehitectur^ 
yet all domed by the blue sky which may signify united 
Italy ! How they formerly hated one another, without & 
thought of common patriotism, ever ready to clamor for 
foreign aid across the Alpine barrier, so that French king 
or German emperor might briag fire and sword to the 
whole country in settlement of petty dispute between 
blacks and whites, Montagu and Capulet, Maltraverai and 
Sacchese, Torriani and Visconti, Orsini and Colonna. 

Savonarola must have perceived with keenest sense of 
appreciation the beauty of the Athens of the Amo|, the 
polished ease of the scholars in a community where women 
eagerly cultivated letters, and already the raillery of * 
prevailing scepticism was in the very atmosphere. Pro- 
foundly studious himself, and able to aitsimilate such 
mental food in subsequent meditation, the brilliant sur^ 
face of a mobile society did not deceive him. The roea 
attached to the reigning house by Lorenzo and his prede- 
cessors — Marsilio Ficino, Cristoforo Landino, and Poli- 
tian — would have a strong claim on Savonarola as wbII, 
and the latter subsequently submitted to the Dominican 
influence, 

Uarsilio Ficino, canon of St, Lorenzo, the unwearied 
follower of Aristotle, Plato, Confucius, Zoroaster, a deli- 
cate personality, full of mysticism, with the modest 
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fBqmreinents ot the philosopher fond of retiring to a small 

coimtry property, waa accused of burning a lamp before 

tlie ltu»t of Plato, (ind even of dabbling in magic and 

^^trology. Educated as a physician, his faitii in the efficacy 

*>' vipers' teeth, or the claws of a lion, waa only equalled 

^y that in the virtue of agates and topazes, while the 

influence of the planet Saturn on his desliny induced an 

***iUitual melancholy. What marvel that simple Calen- 

*i*'itio believed the heliotrope stone would render the poa- 

*^8aor invisible ? Are there not Americans now living 

^ho have carried a horse-chestnut in the pocket, the fetich 

*^** preserve from rheumatism ? 

I^'icino, a century earlier, cleared the path for Giordano 
-"'•Uno, who broke through all servile tradition of school, 
**l*i forced a way into a wider expanse of science. 

The chief claim of Cristoforo Landino on posterity is- 
*i-ia revival ot the study of Dante. Politian, the poet, 
^^■'^vixtier, and tutor of Lorenzo's children, could affirm 
^|;^*>.id many backslidings, "Nature and youth drew mo to 
-omer, and with all the zeal of which 1 was capable I 
^^^t myself to translate him intfl Latin verse." 

S^orcnce was more Greek than any other spot save 
^^tlaens; and the influence of Chalcondylaa and Johann 
"^""^^^caris was permeating all classes. Germans, English, 
^"**<i Portuguese flocked here to leam Greek, as Btuilents 
_^^**~»iierly sought Athens. Alexander Famcso acquired a 
J^^-^tre for classical literature at Flarence which the old 
*^J:)e Paul IIL had not forgotten. 

Statutes of codes of law became established since Taddco 
*^<;or8o had formulated them; mariners navigated by 
^^*>«infl of the stars; medical men followed Aldcrotti to 
i^^^^logna, the seat of learning ; mathematics and astronomy 
^j,^*^ developed. Pisa was more advanced. Leonardo 
^^^V>oaacci, eon of the agent of the Pisan Republic at 
*-*4[ia, oa the Barbary coaet, studied algebra, and intro- 
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duc«d the use of Arabic numerals. In the thirteenth cen- 
tury the Proveiigal tongue began to decline before the 
Italian ; and a new language of music, chivalrv, and lore 
awakened the lyre of the different cities, dashes of poetry 
having been traceable to Farinata dcgli Uberti, or Fra 
Guittone d'Arczzo, the inventor of the sonnet. 

"To the Florentine mind nought is arduous," said the 
goldsmith, Bernardo Cennini, vho cut and set the first 
type for printing. 

"Nobody believes longer in Christ," lamented Girolamo 
Benivieni, composer of pious laud and canticle. 

In a later age Giordano Bnino affirmed, "The hi^cst 
contemplation which transcends nature ia impoBsible and 
null to him who is without belief." 

Lorenzo the Magnificent, with his varied powers of 
intellect and classical proclivitiM, might skilfully poise 
his boat of pleasure on the brink of the cataract, but as 
regards the downward plunge of his subjects histonaiu 
agree: "The Florentines made all tend to a life of effemi- 
nacy and idleness, trampled on the traditions of their 
ancestors, and, by unbounded license, were following the 
road to shameful vices and corruption. Their fathers, by 
force of work, virtues, probity, and abstinence, had raised 
the State, while the descendants gave themselves up to 
wine, gambling, and debauch." Savonarola would be 
prepared to ascribe to the Florentine, as Epictetus had 
done to the Roman orator, silver vessels of argument, but 
earthenware reasons, principles, and appetites. 

The new-comer was well received at St. Mark's, where 
a reputation for holiness had preceded him. The Domini- 
can order set a just value on preachers. The prior of St 
Mark bade Savonarola preach in the Church of San 
Lorenzo. He made the attempt and failed. A few lis- 
teners could not restrain their weariness of inattention. 
The intonations were false, the style heavy, the roJce 
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beetle of one destineJ to become the greatest of Lenten 
pt'eachers among the Latin races. How curious the fact! 
-How stimulating to all humble and personal effort in 
^veiy walk of life is the thought of that inattentive audi- 
ence of twenty-five persons, while the town flocked to the 
'-'liurch of Santo Spirito to hear the popular Augustinian, 
^'I'a Marianno da Gennazzano, whose graceful ease of bear- 
"ighad attracted the admiration of Politian. 

-Apart from the severe judgment of the partisans of 
S^-vonaroIa, Fra Gennazzano is described as a man small of 
stature, with a melodious voice, and a suave manner, — one 
**f the court preachers who steered adroitly around diffi- 
culties as worldly clergymen still do. 

The prior shook his head, and despatched Savonarola to 
^^n Gerinignano for two aeasona. Clearly he would not 
^o for the fastidious and cultured capital. Savonarola 
departed in silence by the city gate, casting no shadow on 
**»e bright streets. In 1244 the hold and fiery Dominican, 
*^Gtcr Martyr, had emerged from Santa Maria Novella, 
S*"a«ping a banner and a red cross, to rout the protesting 
*^ot of the Paterini, who denied the efficacy of the Eucha- 
"^st, the baptismal rite, prayer and almsgiving for the 
^^ad. The Croce al Trebbio and the Piazza of Santa 
^liciti were the scenes of street squabbles. 

Savonarola made no such crusade. He departed as he 

^^<i come, noiselessly, and in humble obedience to rule. 

** e went to Lombardy, Padua, and Bologna. His followere 

^Ve woven coimtless legends about him in their chronicles, 

-At Brescia he prophesied the visitation of fire and sword 

r"^ a judgment of Heaven, in 1486, which actually befell 

^■^e town two years after his own death, to the triumph 

* hia disciples. A lady wrote him a letter foretelling 

^^ doom which awaited him. Savonarola thnist the 
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no rebuked the riolcnco and profanity of Qit btnd of 
soldiers travelUnir with him in the boat on the Po, uid 
they sought his feet for convereion. 

Fra Angelico de Breacia saw the head of SaT<Hian)Ia 
BUrrounded by a glory at Christmas time, when the Utter 
was absorbed in a trance of ecstatic devotion, and tasted 
the mysticism of his faith ; l>eholding Cliriat on the cnies, 
he longed to share the sufferings of the Redeemer, and be 
pierced with the same nails. 

Amid the tangled thread of vision and tradition, the 
fact exists that Savonarola was present at the provinciiU 
chapter of the order of Saint Dominic in Lombardr. hold 
at Reggio, in 1486. Pietro de Bergamo, author of the 
learned table of works of Saint Thomas, and Louis of 
Ferrara, who was made, later, procurator, were of the 
conclave. Savonarola became speedily prominent for the 
precision of his replies and the profimdity of his medita- 
tion. Such a theological light could no longer remain 
hidden under a bushel. 

Interest in these debates drew to Regsio the famous 
Pico della Mirandola, one of the most beautiful figures in 
the wonderfully rich tapestry of Italian life of the period. 
Politian (iMcribed him thus: "Nature (ippeared to have 
showered on this roan, or rather this hero, all the gifts of 
body and mind. He was slender and well made, and 
something divine seemed to shine from his face. He was 
acute in perception, gifted with an excellent memory, in- 
defatigable in study, clear and eloquent in expression. 
One doubted whether he shone most by his talents or his 
moral qualities. Versed in every branch of pbilosojihy, 
favored by a perfect knowledge of several lunguages, he 
showed himself sublime and above all praise." 

The younir court gentleman, amiable and winning, the 
splendid prince, accomplished in all the acquirements of 
his day, and esteemed learned in Greek and Latin by 
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•dinirin^ contemporaries, who beliovcd lie had found the 
root of all faith tn tJie Cabala, was attracted by Savona- 
roU aa the Haiuo is drawn towai-d the tii-e. The innate 
rirtue of Pico's soul is here revealed. He bettou^t his 
friend Lorenzo to have so learned and holy a monk recalled 
to St Mark, for the benefit of Florence, rather than that a 
superior intcUigenoc should be lost in the obscure cloisters 
of iMtnbardj. The allegiance of the charming courtier 
to the stem reformer neyer wavered, and he was meditat- 
ing tsKuming the monk's robe when he died. 

'' Almost thou [>cr8uadest me to become a Christian," 
•aid this later Agrippa. 

Pico dtflla Mirandola was buried in the Church of St 
Uark, in the shadow of the monast^-ry where he would 
have faiu dwelt in old age. 

The recall of Savonarola to Florence was made by 
Lorenzo as an act of ctiurtcsy to his friend. Probably he 
had never before heard of the monk. 

In July, 1489, Savonarola was at Bolofpia, and at 
Christmas again at Brescia; in January. 1490, at Pavia; 
in the ensuing February and March, at Genoa. Ilis face 
was tlicn fumed oncp more to Florence, He came on foot, 
and his strcnirth failed him among the pine and l)GOch 
tree* of thf' Bologna Pass, when a mysterious stranger 
refreshed an<i strengthened the pilgrim, vanishing at the 
city gate of San Gallo, where the Nut Fair of the Lenten 
Sunday is being held to-iiny, and the monks still receive 
Christ as a wayfarer, in the fresco above the door of the 
convent. 

Savonarola quietly resumed his duties of reader and in- 
stmctor of the novices. Tin' power of the man had grown ; 
the brotherhood of .**t Mark and the city beyond were 
ready to listen to him. He need no lonirer pray to bo 
shown the way in which to diroct his soul, because the 
path was op<^-n before him. 
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It is at this point in his career that succeeding genera- 
tions have ample food for speculation. What if Pico della 
MirandoU had not been subjected to the magnetic inSu- 
ence of a strange and vivid [lersonality at Reggio, and 
petitioned Lorenzo the Magnificent to have Savonarola 
recalled to St. Mark ? The monk might have been sent 
instead to Pavia or Brescia. At Milan he would have 
preached reform, but have l>eea powerless to produce a 
political revolution, and his voice have died away to 
silence beneath the vaults of a lofty temple. His bold- 
ness and energy in denouncing a state of unexampled 
corruption at Rome would have speedily doomed him to 
the dungeons of the Castle of St. Angclo. Naples was too 
careless to heed his waminga. Only Florence, where 
"the air engendered subtle brains," would have proved 
susceptible to his influence. Prosaically considered, as 
a mortal, Savonarola might have lived \a oiiscnrity and 
died in his bed, but for the intervention of Pico delU 
Mirandola. Morally weighoil, as an instrument of dee- 
tiny, great fame, sori-ows, calumny, persecution, and the 
stake were ordained as his portion from tJie first. 

His lessons to the novices brought so many hearers tliat 
he descended to tlie garden, and stood near the Persian 
rose-tree at the entrance of a small chapel. Fe was ap- 
pointed prior, and the chureh became crowded to listen to 
his words. We are told that his first measure was to urge 
a withdrawal of the community to Monte Cane above the 
Villa Careggi, and the erection of a monastery there of 
roughest stone and simplest woodwork, much as Saint 
John Gualberto had withdrawn to Vallombrosa centuriia 
earlier. The older brethren opposing the plan, Savona- 
rola yielded and began to institute reforms within the 
existing boundaries of San Marco. His personal activity 
was untiring. He slept only four hours. He reflected 
much on death, and often kept a little ivory skull in his 
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gave bia blessing. 
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The light of history is not required to behold the Uag- 
nificent dying at Villa Careggi, with the long corridore 
hushed, the Iwf/fia deserted, the flowers fading on the 
garden terraces, and the sweep of hill and valley risible 
from the parapet, with the beautiful city in the distance. 
The raan of the world, who had tasted of all experiences 
with epicurean discrimination, stricken by pain and dis- 
ease, found his pleasures criunble to ashes, his cynicism 
empty, aud asked for Savonarola. 

"I know no honest friar but he." These words come 
down to us through the years, with the scent of the rose 
petals shed on the path, and the shadow of the trees of 
the old Medici villa still sacred to them. 

An element of the Rimaissance, could Lorenzo divine 
that hia part in it would consist less in the emljolUshment 
of a small capital thaa as unconscioualy conaected vith the 
invention of prinTing and the discovery of a new world ? 

"Le Moyen-Age 8 un double aspect: de naivete et de 
recherche, d'asc^tisme et de violence." The portraits of 
Lorenzo and Savonarola thus form a contrast. 

The noonday had come in the career of the prior of St 
Mark. From the church and garden he was transferred 
to the Duomo in the Lent of 1491. The term of his 
preaching extended over a period of eight years. At last 
his Boul had found utterance in speech. He b*'lieved in 
his mission and in himself. The power of the reformer, 
imbued with tlie ire of indignation, conquered all trivial 
defects of manner. Original, bold, full of fire, he thrilled 
an impressionable audience with his own intense, consum- 
ing conviction. The renovation of the Church must be 
immediate. The scourging of Italy was about to come 
to pass. Fear, apprehension, doubt, assailed his hearers. 
Had we been of that company gathered in the vast Cathe- 
dral, should wc not also have listened apell-bound, wonder- 
ing what was about to happen to Italy and to Florence t 
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Hia words were full of life. Look, gesture, Toice, became 
instiuct with kindling passion. He yielded to all sensa- 
tions himself. Ue wept warm tours ; he laughed ; he knelt 
at the mention of God, then swiftly ruse to bis feet to men- 
ace all unbelievers with clenched hand. On one; occasion, 
in the mid»t of an harangue against the backslidings of the 
age, indignation checked his uttcTanec, and he quitted the 
pulpit abruptly, thus leaving an impression more deep than 
words. 

He depicted the mysteries of the Apocalypse. The Ark 
oJ Noah was made to float once more on the troubled 
wat«rB of a second deluge, with attendant separation of 
clean and unclean inmates. Doom hung above the Church, 
the town, the land. What wonder that the multitude 
bcf^an to sway before the (^thering storm of a religious 
re viral ? 

Savonarola upbraided his audience for their luxury, 
conrtousnesB, and usury. His maledictions might have 
blaatod nil Italy. He wished to cauterize the lips Rud 
tongae of the blasphemer, as Saint Louis of France had 
caused such offenders to be burned with hot irons. The 
ail) of gambling had a firm bold on the commonwealth, 
threatening the ruin of families. His rebuke, bri'athing 
of the cloister, induees a smile even now. Ho dealt thus 
with the most devouring of passions, — that of loss and 
gain, "If you wish to amuse youmclveB, draw a bow, play 
with bones, stake a salad, a vegetable," The Signory wiis 
recommended to use torture for the worst gamblers, and 
•emnta were urged to spy npon and denouncw tho pocca- 
dillocfl of their masters. 

One who was destined to suffer death in a strange and 
terrible fashion mused on such dissolution: '*We must 
die. Tliese hands und this flesh will become dust and 
■ahet. They are dead, — the men so young, rich, and 
atroag, who were full of life a few hoiu^ ago. And 1 
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also, — 1 shall soon die; possibly a breath may cast me ont 
of life. What is bejoud this life ? Oh, man, the Deril 
plays at chess with you ! " 

The sermons may still be read, and have doubtless 
proved a source of inspii-ation to countless preachers of 
various creeds and nations. These sermons are bold and 
original in imagery, naive and eloquent; but the living 
presence of the man is lacking, aud they become the dried 
leaves of a great memory in our grasp. 

The pulpit was the throne of Savonarola during that 
noonday of popularity. The sermons were what the ora- 
tions of Demosthenes had been to Athena, and of Cicero 
to Rome. 

The history of preaching reverted to the earliest days 
of the Church in Saint Gregory, Basil, and Saint Jdtsn. 
Chrysostom. Savonarola lacked the oratorical grace of 
a Saint Benedict, a Saint Dominic, Saint Francis d'Asaisi, 
and that eloquent monk, Bernardino of Siena, who had 
given proof of his power in the Church of St. Augustino 
at the age of twelve years, but he emulated the Hebrew 
prophets, Amos, Ezekiel, Jonas. 

The ardor of disciples and partisans ready to sacrifico 
all for him was manifested on behalf of Savonarola, the 
right of noble natures. A young Albizi, a Strozzi, a 
Ruccellai, and a Salviati entered his fold. The most 
characteristic element of the day is the figure of Bettuccio, 
son of ft goldsmith, and himself a miniature painter, 
better known aa Fra Benedetto, whose lament of Savona- 
rola's martyrdom extends through the pages of his work, 
the "Ccdrus Libanus." The young Bettuccio had lived 
joyously, wore garments 8cent<'d with musk, aud gay orna- 
ments, was skilled in music and poetry, and a welcome 
guest everywhere. Levity of mind took the form of mock- 
ery of the prior of St. Mark. Finally he went to the 
Duomo with an imcasy desire of escape, then fixed hia 
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eyes on Savonarola in the pulpit, and was ever afterward 
uunlilt! to withdraw from that influence. Bettuccio, 
crushed, overwhelmed, fepling hiraaelf more dead than 
alive, cast away the muBie, cards, and perfumed dresses 
to enter religion. 

It was thus that Savonarola fed the souls of his fellow- 
creatures with the bread of life in the temple still open to 
the traveller- 
Lorenzo the Magnificent died in 1492, and the Pope 
Innocent Till, in the same year. To the dismay of all 
Christendom Alexander VI. succeeded to the papacy. 
Piero de' Medici ruled after his gifted father, haughty by 
reason of his Orsini blood, headstrong where the old 
Mvdici citizen discretion and finesse were needful, weak 
and vain when firmness and decision might have saved his 
inhoritntire. 

The time was critical, foreboding change and perhajts 
ruin. Tlie feelilo Gnleazzo replaced the astute Francesco 
8forza at Milan, and Pasquale Malipiero, the Doge Pran- 
c*«co Foscari at Venice. Rival preachers already con- 
tested the influence of the fiery steal of Savonarola's pulpit 
throne. Fra Mariunno GennezKano had essayed to re- 
establish hia former away of polished fascination on a 
cultivated audience, and failed. After a courteous tilt of 
doctrinal debate with Savonarola, he finally withdrew to 
Rome, where he is accused of having influenced the Borgia 
■gainst the upright and zealous reformer. 

Picro de* Medici iuterfert-d with Savonarola's Lenten 
•ermous, at the instigation of the Minorite friars. Savon- 
arola wont to Bologna, 149-3, and there addressed vant 
tlirongs. The Duchess Bentivoli^io, coming lnt« to the 
church, witl) much rustle and flutter of attondauts, was 
sti^mly rebuked by the preacher, which ao deeply incensed 
the noble dame that aho ordered him slain on tlie k\hA. 
1 attendants hesitated. Sa^'onaroll^ undismayed, aw 



THE LILT OF THE ABNO. 



loreiw^^* 



156 

nounced from the pulpit that he would leave for Flore 
that evening, and sleep at Pianora, carrying only hia 
wallet and wooden flask. "Know that my death will not 
occur at Bologua," he added; and his words must have 
inspired awe in his hearera. Ho departed unmolested. 

It would be difficult to draw the line where a courageous 
sense of duty and the belief that one is appointed to ac- 
complish a groat mission may deejwu to a prophetic tone. 
Others have felt this power later than the prior of 
St Mark. 

Ecclesiastical reform had often before been preached ; 
Dante had painted tlie need of it. The way was now pr«5- 
pared by heresy and disgust of fJio Borgia. SavoQan»la. 
fulfilled the task as a mind of his time, representing tLse 
transition between the defeat of John Huss and the tx-i- 
umph of Luther in other countries, while his place in kzm.i8 
own has been ranked between Arnold of Brescia a."m».<l 
Giordano Bruno. Instrument of a new life in the conv"«jl- 
sions of a changing society, he could perceive that violoi-^ce 
and agitation were better than the lethargy of dea-"*-^ 
Whither his own steps were carrying him he surely co*-^*'' 
not sec, or realize the full meaning of his destiny. ^^^3* 
buckled on his armor against unbelief aud vice. Th-^^** 
was no need of prophecy to discern the doom of Italy, w it" 
Pope Alexander VI. and Charles VIII. of France prot^**'" 
uent. Savonarola prayed, made the Bible liia const^^*^ 
study, and saw the visions of a monk, worn with const^^*-*^'^ 
vigils and fastings. He wrote the "Compendium Kevw •^" 
tionum, " in which ho revealed confidence in his own po^ 
of prophesying. Once moro ho occupied the pulpit of M 
Duoma JTis address to the Florence which he wished 
renew, purify, and glorify was : " Oh, if I could say w 
you would see that I am like a new vaso in which C^^-*^ 
wine is hermetically scaled, and ferments without poitf'^' 
of escape. I have in me many secrets which your inc^ , 
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dali^ prevents ray revealing. Oh, Florcneo! If thou 
vouldst not believe before, believe at least to-day; and if 
thou hast believed, believe more than ever this morning! 
Pny no heed to me ; I am a poor monk, a poor preacher. 
Ligt«n to what God has inspired in me. Follow my 
cnuiisels. " 

Full noonday had come to Savonarola of power unlimited 
orer the new Jerusalem he longed to remodel, Tlie peaa- 
anta flocked from the mountain villages at dawn, as they 
enter the town to-day to hear the Padre Agostiuo da 
Montefeltro, the Lenten preacher. The multitude swayed 
at his bidding in a religious reinval as intense, passionate, 
aod extreme as the recent pursuit of pleasure in the Carni- 
Tal festivities, and the spectacles of the Fcsta of .Saint 
John. Women cast aside their jewels, antl there was fast- 
ing nearly ail the year, to the indignation of the butchers. 
Lauds and canticles were heard in the streets. During 
the hour of the prior's sermon shops and aehools were 
cloBod. Religious zeal sowed dissension in families; 
w^ve9 quitted worthy husbands to enter convents; brides 
and grooms partook of the sacrament instead of the wed- 
ding feast The children were his especial care, and had 
Bprata apart in the Cathedral. Ho made them his emis- 
saries in the emotional phase of burning the vanities in 
•^e Piazza Signoria, and the founding of a Monte di Piet^. 
"^fire was something more than the atonement of a year's 
^'ssipation of Catholic countries by a Lenten repentance 
"* the Florentine mind, as when France under Louis XV. 
'^placed Comeille and Moliore with Bourdalouo and 
"sMillon. Savonarola was called tho true light. The 
"**e of philosophy flowed in two streams from this cradle, 
*"« Florence Academy, — the Platonic spreading southward 
*o find a culmination in Bruno, and the Aristotelian tending 
"irth to Bologna, Pavia, and Padua, urging the impor- 
^^ce of e:cpcriment with result in Galilea Savonarola's 
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hearers fonnd in all only emptiness, a terrifying void 
Saints Jerome and Ambrose banished Horace, Yii^l, i 
Cicero. Christianity and mediievalism opposed the pckgUI^ 
Renaissance. Men lost themselves in the mystical con- 
templation of God, the saints, the Virgin. To Greek and 
Boman antiquity succeeded the imaginative awakening of 
national poetry in idealism. 

Savonarola used the formula with thunder-striking ef- 
fect, "Thus saith the Lord." He held above his bearers 
the awe-inspiring certainty that the kingdom of heaven 
was at hand, the convei-sion of all Turks and infidels im- 
minent, the renovation of Church and State urirent. 

Then ensued the period so familiar in history when be 
was the true ruler temporal as well as spiritual of the 
commonwealth. The people gave heed to his projects of 
Kform in morala and institutions. Soderiui, FrancesCi^ 
Valori aiding, cast the vote of the Signory for adoption in 
black beans, and white for rejection. Savonarola obtained^^ 
the construction of the vast Sola to contain the Grand^^ 

Council in the Palazzo Vecchio. He attained the gran .*• 

deur of the noble idea of making Jesus Christ the kin^^^ 
of the city, as when the Jews demanded a ruler o-^t^t 
Samuel. " Take Christ for thy master, and live undc ^=^3;r 
his law." 

The populace and the children cried, " Viva Gesii CristoKH^^ 
nostro re 1 " 

At the same time Pisa, struggling for liberty, failed (■.!-• '* 
move his sympathy. The banished Medici could nod^^* 
regain former power. Savonarola went to Lucca wit^ nMii 
Tanai de' Nerli, Ruccellai, Capponi, and Cavalcanti, t^*'** 
propitiate the French king, Charles VIII., whose advei*:^^:*' 
in Italy changed the face of Europe. The entrance ci^^^'f 
the king into Florence followed, and the tearing up ci:^^ 
the treaty by the intrepid citizen, Piero Capponi, with th^*^ 
threat of ringing the town bells in response to Frcn<C ^ - * 
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tmmpets. Alexander VI. made tcmporiziiig offers to the 
l)oId monk of the archbishopric of Florence, or a cardi- 
nal's hat Savonarola is reputed to have replied that he 
desired no hat aavc one reddened with hia own blood. 
From the pulpit he launched the warning: "Prepare 
thyself, Rome, for great shall be thy punishment; 
thou shalt be hemmed in with iron, and given up to the 
sword, the fire, and flio flame ! " How his figure stands 
forth inspired by the immense moral courage requisite for 
such a dcriance! 

"Within the cloister we have the portraits of the trium- 
virate fonned by the prior and his two devoted followers, 
Kra Domenico Buonvicini and Fra Silvestro Maruffi, given 
by Fra Roberto Ubaldino de Gaglano: "Fra liieronimo 
always bore marks of sanctity, devotion, humility, prayer, 
good words, pure morals, an excellent example, and admi- 
rable conversation, a doctrine healthy, firm, and solid. 
Fra Domenico was a man of pure life, but a narrow soul, 
and too much given to belief in revelations, the dreams of 
goodwives. I saw Fra Silvestro spend all his time in the 
cloister gossiping with citizens, and he had always his 
c«llfull of strangers, as well as the garden. The breth- 
f^n murmured much. " 

Savonarola foimd leisure to write his great work, " The 
Triiunpli of the Cross," which opens with the picture of 
"oriBt mounted on a car with four wheels, triumphant, 
yet scarcely escaped from the agony of Gethsemane. On 
"Is head was a globe surrounded by rays, as emblematic 
^' the Trinity; in his left hand he held the cross and 
"wtruments of torture, while in the right were the ancient 
"Id modem testaments. At his feet was the chalice, sur- 
*'*Oi]nted by the Host, and surrounded by the sacraments. 
* little below Clmst was the Virgin, with vases of gold, 
*'ivcr, and crystal, containing the ashes of the dead con- 
"^ed to her care. Apostles and preachers dragged the 
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chariot. Patriarchs and prophets of the Old Testament ' 
■walked before, and a crowd of all conditions followed. 

This cumbersome machinery of allegory reminds one 
of Northern imagory in art, the carvings of German ■ 
churches, and Dutch chimney-pi eces. Did SavonaroU 
receive some wave of influence from the Low Countries, 
or was Holland still more indebted to Italy ? 

Religious excitement was wrought to the highest pitch; 
the pure exaltation of the leader Iwcame frenzy and folly 
in his disciples. He was supposed to possess miraculous 
gifts : he had driven forth all evil spirits from the convent ; ,^ 
he could call down Ore from heaven; he could raise Miri i i 
dead to life once more. Tlie younger Pico della MirandoLa^^ 
eagerly demanded that his famous uncle sliould i-eceiv^^^ 
such resurrection. 

The 8un of popular favor had set ; and the night of tfrnv ^—^ — 
confusion, and suffei'ing was at hand. Savonarola preachcs=^ -J 
in the Duomo and was insulted, the pulpit deliled, 11 ^i 
Bcrmon interrupted, and he witlidrew by the Street of t^fczuMe 
Watermelon, protected by the Piagnoni. His moderati ^=z»i 
and dignity of bearing suffered no comment on the in^c^i- 
dent, while he continued to expound the text on retumL :«^g 
to the convent He was excommunicated l>ythe Pope. Z^E3e 
had appealed to the Emperor Maximilian, to Ferdin*^^^^'' 
and Isal>ella of Spain, to Ludo\ico the Moor, to intervene^ *" 
Italian politics ; and the lett«r to tlie latter bad been int^^'' 
cepted. The Medici power was again in the ascendant. 

From a worldly standpoint the wane of power did kt"^**' 
need the machinations of the Pope or the Medici. Re^f"**' 
tion from asceticism was natural ; the hissing serpent * 

evil raised its head, — tho gamblers and astrologers, lo^' *'* 
crushed by the anathemas of the preacher, and the yoi^^ 
forming the Compagnaeci, who longed for the weddi ^^^^. 
feasts and former revelry, and made lampoons circul^^^ ■ 
about the streets, satirizing the Piagnoni as weepers a^^^^^ 
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hypocrites; the rival orders, who stigmatized Savonarola 
aa a sower of discord in the midst, with suchaconaon-atirc 
element in the background as the husbands and the in- 
dignant butchers. He withdrew to St Mark, where Iiis 
disciples still esteemed him as a saint or a magician. The 
carious ordeal of passing through fire and the ultimate 
failure of the test followed. 

Tlic decree of banishment from Florence was succeeded 
bjr tlie attack of the Arrahbiati and the Compagiiacci on 
the monastery, with the clamor, *'To arms! to arms! Han 
Marco I" 

Darkness of night! The mob cursed and howled; the 
inonka within strove to chant. Valori, summoned twfcrc 
the Signory, was slain in the street by his enemies, the 
Bidolfi and the Tomabuoni. Wc see Havonnrola, clml in 
his BBccrdotal rolrea and carrying the relice in procession 
thmugli the cloisters and corridors, followed by his flock, 
the gronns of the wounded mingling with tlie tumult, until 
the order came for the prior to giye himself up to the law. 
Wv bear Fra Malatesta Sacromoro murmur that the shep- 
honi should save the sheep. Then i^aronarola went forth 
into the si[uare, with his arms tied l>ehind his back, to 
bo protected by the spears of the soldiery in helmet and 
cuiraaa from the seething multitude, while reviled with 
coarsest brutality of abuse, and liis delicate hands wrenched 
and twisted by his odrersaries. 

Darkness of night ! Torture in the old Bargello. watched 
over by devils rather tlian men in his anguish, the pour 
right arm left uninjured by the nick in order to sign 
refutation of errors, the notary, Si-r Ceccone, alert to re- 
ceive all depositions, tlien the cell far up in Uio tower of 
(lie Palazzo V'ecchio, while the Signory wrangled over his 
fate, and the pyre was l>eing made ready in the square 
bolov! In the spirit of the age he was accnsed, like 
Peter, of denying his Loi-d. Surely bis disciples may be 
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pardoned if in turn they comporpd his pilgrimage tf\ 
that of Christ to Calvary. He wrote bia meditations on 
the Miserere high up yonder in the tower, with the unin- 
jured right liaud : " Sorrow has pitched his camp around 
me, and has encompassed me with a strong and numerous 
army; ho has taken full possession of my heart, and never 
ceases, night or day, to attack me with clang of arms. " 

Above the sound of chains rose the voices of angels. 
If over he had visions, it must have been at that supreme 
moment, when he was capable of saying with Ignatius and 
Polycarp, "The greater the pain, the greater the gain," 
Did he more than ever realize that Christ's birth into this 
sinful world was his true death, his veritable crucifixion, 
and his death only a return to everlasting glory ? So 
shall the last day be the first of perpetual repose. May 
he not already have beheld, with spiritualized vision, the 
Priest Most Iligh walking amid the golden lamps of the 
new Jerusalem ? 

On learning of the sentence of death, Fra Domenico 
prepared to share the martyrdom of Savonarola with en- 
tlmsiasm, and Fra Silvestro with agitation. 

May 23, 1498, in the forty-sixth year of his age, after 
partaking of the sacrament in the treautiful little chapel 
of San Bernardo, Savonarola descended to the vale of 
shadow, the square, the humiliation of being disrobed, the 
gibes of the multitude, and the very children who may 
have once belonged to his choirs. 

"I separate you from the Church militant and trium- 
phant, " was the fiat of the Pope's emissary, 

"From the Church militant, but from the Church trium- 
phant, it is not in yonr power to do," was the memorable 
reply. 

Let us draw the veil over the cruel, often-described 
scene. The flames speedily leaped up about the inani- 
mate body, for " Savonarola's soul went out in fire." 



Execution of Savonarola and flie two DomMoM h 

in the Pia;;a della Signoria. 
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I TT is midnight in the Via Cocomero. Heavy masses of 
cloud oliBcure the sky, as if about to dissolve in rain; 
^'id the atmosphere is dull, lifeless, stagnant, with that 
element of suspense in immobiHty, suggestive of one of 
the eight winds reputed to sweep the Arno capital, awaken- 
'ig to fresh activity, bringing the keenness of snow from 
'^e Apennines, or the languid warmth of a eea current 
fpom the south. 

The narrow street is silent, save for the echo of a pass- 
'**g footstep or the rumble of an occasional vehicle. The 
^iccolini Theatre is mute; arched doorways form blotting 
'"adowB where medifeval aaeassins might lurk. At one 
^lid of the thoroiighfare the vast pile of the Duomo ia en- 
^'^loped in obscurity; in the opposite direction, the low 
^^''^II of the monastery of St. Mark is faintly defined. 

The Shrine of the Five Lamps gains at the moment its 

"eepest significance in the span of day. Shadows throng 

*'*int it at this weird hour. Revery, the merest idle 

^Uaing, acquires a definite interest in the presence of this 

phantom company. The street, the city, the air, are full 

'^^ the ghosts of a great past. The strife of rival factions is 

^^liseless and bloodless ; and the clash of arms bus become 

*"e faintest echo of the wind. If partisans rush from the 

"uomo into the Street of the Watermelon to equip them- 

Belv^B with weapons in the houses of the Carabi, or the 

lorons of women, unable to hear the prior In the crowd, 
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retreat to tLc Church of San Niccolo, they brush the shrii 
with their impalpable garments. The contest of warm 
human passions was hushed so long ago. 

Savonarola, an austere shade, guarded by tJie phalanx 
of the Piagnoni, traversed the street, coming from the 
Duomo, where he bad been insulted by his enemies, as 
he preached there for the last time. Ingratitude, raillery, 
hissing hatred, and the menace of tem[ioral power form 
the bitter dregs of the cup already held to his lips. 

And those who came after ? 

When the martyrdom of the Piazza Stgnoria had been 
accomplished, and noble ladies, disguised as servants, 
had pressed forward to collect relics of the dead from the 
funeral pyre, before the ashes were cast into the Amo from 
the Ponte Vecchio, such darkness as that of the pres- 
ent hour settled on the faithful followers of Savonarola. 
Consternation at the humiliation of hia end, whi'n some 
miraculous intervention for a prophet was awaited in 
expectant awe, added a poignancy to the fear induced by 
persecution. Gloom, depression, and weakness were 
manifested by the flocks robbed of their shepherd. They 
knew not which way to turn. Abuse, mockery, \'iolence 
in every form, fell to the lot of the hapless Piagnoni, 
who had believed in Savonarola. Many fled from intoler- 
able contumely; others endured in silence; still more 
bowed to the passing storm. That wail of the abandoned 
Savonaroliani inscribed in Fra Benedetto's " Cedrua Lj 
nua " seems to linger on the ear : — 

" La cnrili i »penia, 

Amor di Dio rton ci I. 

Tepido fignuni divtnta, 
mnciipiam-afi." 

The monastery of St Mark was closed for two yea 
although the monks had made timid, even abject, ov^^^ 
turcB for foi^ivencBB to the Pope. The treasures of t^b^ 
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monastiu library were scattered, and the bell of the church 
tower, called La Piagnora, takeu down, because tolled on 
the day of the tumult, and whipped through the town by 
the common hangman. 

The faction of the Arrabhiati fumigated with brimstone 
the churches where the influence of Savonarola had been 
felt. The climax of public obloquy of all hyijocrites and 
weepers was attained by leading a wretched ass to the 
customary place of Savonarola in the Duomo at Christmas, 
and then goading the animal around the interior of the 
sacred edifice until it fell dead. This act of revolting 
brutality was instigated by Tanai de' Nerli. 

How vivid, if oblique, the glimpse of personal hatred to 
the preacher, finding vent in a frenzied beating of a poor 
aes in a church ! yet Tanai de' Ncrli was a notable citizen, 
intrusted with foreign embassies in the interests of the 
commonwealth. Ho appears in the odor of sanctity in an 
altar picture of the Church of Santo Spirito, aa pious 
parent and edifying husband, wbile Saint Catherine 
presents his wife to the Virgin, 

Such was the point of view of Tanai de' Nerli, to whom 
Savonarola was an active enemy, a sower of discord io the 
SiouBehold, a disturber of public ])caca 

Luther declared Savonarola his champion; but the tenets 
^ Luther were not accepted by Florence, especially by the 
Xnonks of St, Mark and the I'iagnoni, who afhrmed thiit 
"their leader desired not apostasy from the Church, but its 
j)arification. 

The vital spark of faith was not quenched. On the 23d 
«f May garlands of flowers were placed on the spot where 
the stake had been erected for many years, in defiance of 
«11 police regulations. Passionate attachment to the 
»nemory of Savonarola acquir«jd manifold phases of the 
"worship of relics, and the performance of miracles of 
liesling. The younger Pico della Mirandola recovered 
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from the Arno fl grewsome treasure which he was pleiised to 
consider the heart of Savonarola, and as aiich, the object 
of veneration healed coiintlesa sick persona. Superstition 
and fantaay went baud in hand with the true reverence 
experienced in traversing the wide piazza at the present 
hour and contemplating the Palazzo Vecchio. His por- 
ti'ait, with a halo surrounding the head, is said to have been 
exposed for sale at Rome after death. Thirty years later 
tho Piagnoui, as a faction, wielded political power in Flor- 
ence, thus confirming his influence on a new generation. 

The German reformer is not one of the phantoms hover— -^m' 
ing near the Shrine of the Five Lamps at midnight, bu'r.aivtit 
the wraith of the nun, Catherine di Pier Francesco Ricci ^saiV 
passes on noiseless feet. This noble lady, who was ax:.^^ ftn 
inmate of the convent of San Vincenzo, at Prato, havin: .mix ing 
been ill with fever for two years, in 1540, vowed to Fr-x:'^r» 
Girolamo and his companions that if she were cored i i '" 
three days she would sing three Masses in their honor o <:> on 
the anniversary of their mart}Tdom, and keep the day foo'^'o'' 
three years. Thereupon the three Dominicans appeareiSi*^ ***' 
to her in a dream, and Savonarola made the sign of th«J— ''"' 
cross. She awoke cured, and composed many songs o " 
thanksgiving for her recovery as narrated by devoit^^^^ot 
monks. Was it owing to the fervor of her 8ul)8cquenr«r«snt 
zeal, or the eloquence of tho lauds she sang, that th*J--^* 
Suor Caterina do' Ricci was canonized as a saint ? 



War and other misfortunes swept over the land an»j 



the Florentine commonwealth, thus fulfilling the Bagacion***-"" 
predictions of Savonarola. Cesare Borgia, scheming t-* '^ 
found a State in the Romagna, would fain devour Ital)""*-* ^^ 
like an artichoke, leaf by leaf. Time failed him, and hw-** , 
was obliged to leave the tempting morsel to France anc>*^^ 
Austria. ,. 



Said Lord Bacon : " Tho history of times reprcsenteU 
the magnitude of actions; but lives, propounding to them- 
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B a person to rcpreaent, in whom actions, both greater 
and smaller, public and private, have a comixture, contain 
a more true, lively, and native representation." 

The ai'tists claim our interest, separating themselves 
naturally from the ranks of mere party, and more or Icsa 
visioaary worabipfK-rs. Even in the obscurity the group 
forma before our eyes. Savonarola is the central figure, 
surrounded by notable men. Each carries a separate at- 
mosphere about him. Savonarola was the tree with vigo- 
rous roots in the earth, and these foUowei's the branches, 
the leaves, and the fruit. Savonarola was the star, and these 
the rays reflect«d in troubled watere. From this Bput the 
three sister shapes — Sculpture, Architecture, and Paint- 
ing — went forth to beautify the world. If we search for 
the work of several of these great men in Florence, we may 
discover Bome peculiar significance of Savonarola's power 
of moral influence in the moulding of clay, the fusing of 
bronze, the mingling of colors, the shaping of marble to 
altar and temple. He showed these that life is nut idle 
ore, but metal to be bent to noble ends, Uy their fruits, 
the work left behind, we know them. There is a profound 
interest to most of us in knowing what other souls, groping 
amid sin, crime, and doubt after the light, have felt and 
believed. So down to our time we experience a sympathy, 
an emotion beyond ourselves in tracing tliis chain of 
being, each link separate yet connected with the rest, and 
all subject to the universal law of growth and decay, life 
and death. " Pray not for crutches, but for wings, " says 
an American divine. Wlut manner of men were those to 
whom Savonarola promised wings instead of crutches ? 
One cannot read an entire guidebook, however conscien- 
tious, without bewilderment The individualities of a few 
artists, influenced by Savonarola, gather around the Shrine 
of the Five Lamps. 

Jlichclaogcio, a thrilled listener of tlie prior of St Mark 
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in his youth, read the sermons in bis old age. Hm 
brothers Delia Robbia, made priesta by Savonarola, mod- 
led mccluls bearing hia likeness on one side, and a city 
with towers on the reverse, Girolamo Benivieni, Floren- 
tine gentleman and poet, inseparably associated with art, 
ventured to address the Pope Clement VII., after the siege 
of hia native town, in terms that might have emanated 
from the leader long dead. Bacciu della Porta became 
the monk Fra Bartolommeo of St Mark ; Sandro Bot- 
tieelli gave up painting, and would have stai-ved but for 
aid from the Medici ; Lorenzo di Credi passed the last 
years of his life in the monastery of Santa Maria Novella; 
maddened by persecution, Baccio da Montelupo fled to 
Bologna, Venice, and Lucca; Cronaca ceased telling 
stories ; Giovanni della Corniuole perpetuated the peculiar 
physiognomy of tho Frate on liia finest gem. In the back- 
ground of the picture one may fancy Francesco della 
Tadda, whose chisel was tempered to cut porphyry under 
Cosimo I. The sclf-alisorption, or egotism, which enabled 
artists to pursue their work in turbulent times, oblivious 
of siege and battle, failed in the trial of Savonarola's 
death. The strong arm drooped unnerved, the fervid 
imagination was robbed of aliment for a space at least, 
the sacred flame of an extraordinary personality being 
withdrawn. 

These are still the shapes that haunt the Shrine of the 
Five Lamps at midnight. Noble in thought and aim, the 
old adage might have applied to them, that if the heart of 
a Florentine citizen were cut open, in it would be found & 
lily of gold. They wrought to beautifj-, their labor 
nating from the soul, and carrying in the brain the 
ing words once uttered by the monk of St Mark. 

Thus darkness deepens before dawn, and far above flw 
roofs of the sleeping town rises the tower of the Palazio 
Vecchio, called La Barberia. The slender, grai 
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«iM»5que in architecture, is Jcdicatcd to Christ, and under 
th.^ protection of Saint Barbara, aa the patroness of towers 
a.r»<i protectress against storms. The bell of the old cow, 
X^^ Tacca, is mute. In 1814 the cell, hollowed out of the 
•■fa-iciincss of the wall, with the window and stone bench 
i«»t:«ct, where Savonarola and Cosimo the Elder were each 
*^*i*a6ned in turn, was rediscovered. The latter, as a saga- 
•^'oias politician, schemed to recover hereditary right of 
*"^*1« over the town outspread below, hia gold coin already 
***■ circulation among the crowd. The former, crushed 
"y tlic rack, dreamed of heaven and raising hia fellow- 
*^*~^^ature8 to the same heights. Tlie old tower still soara 
**""^<^Te the roofs, untouched and unharmed, seemingly immu- 
^^t»le amid change. No clouds of incense rise about the 
_ *~oet tabernacle, and no prayers are repeated by devout 
**izen8; but the lamps are each symbolical of a prayer, 
**-niing heavenward in the night. The ray of Abram's 






-am or of Job's musings are recalled by the antique 

***^pe of the receptacle, and massive chains. The blended 

^S^ificance of religious use in temples, of household ban- 

K****^** 'uid wedding feaats, of the chill sepulchre, may all 

^^^ ^lerived from the old shrine, for birth, marriage, and 

,^^^^».th have been perpetually recurring in the narrow 

Tlie firat lamp glows resplendent in the obscurity, be- 



^^ 



*lae8 transfigured by association, swaying on links of 
""^^Bted silver, with a golden chalice and precioiis in- 
*'~*^*atations, and sheds abroad a wide effulgence of 






'ishable glory. That lamp burns to the memory of 
' ^helangelo. 

llow slender and feeble in comparison is the ray beyond, 

•.^^^«3 yet clear, imwavering, steadfast, after its own fashion. 

_*^« cup is bronze, quaintly turned, and of classical de- 

_ *>^ii, and might, fed with perfumed oil, find a fitting place 

** a nook of some vast lala of a Florentine jmlace, placed 
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beside old books, precious folios, and parchments. The 
second lamp surely belongs to Oirolamo Benivieni. 

The life flame of the Delia Bobbia, Fra Bartolommeo^ 
Botticelli, Lorenzo di Credi, glow with a rich and holy 
lustre in the wrought-brass church lamp farther on, al- 
ways trimmed to reveal altar picture and fading chapel 
fresco. 

The wayward spark of Baccio da Montelupo and Gronaca 
tremble on the night air; and still more remote, the 
oblique gleam of Francesco della Tadda seems to flicker 
in a three-beaked lueema of the Tuscan kitchen. 



IK THE CHURCH OF TUE LILY. 



CHAPTER Via 



DJ THE CHURCH OF THE LILY. 



' ■"'HK Street of the Watermelon has one of the most 
-'■ magnilicent of gateways in the Cathedral at the end 
of the thoroughfare. Approaching this limit, the opposite 
door and porch of the church, with the columns supported 
by the two lions, ia the identical portal of which a haplesa 
citizen, a dweller in our Via del Cocomero centuries ago, 
dreamed one night. The citizen fancied himself bitten by 
the lions, — the cmbloniatie animal, guardian of the sanc- 
tuary, according to the Lombardic creed of belief, — and 
wishing to disabuse Ms mind of the painful impression, 
went the next morning and thrust his hand into the marble 
jawa, when a lurking scorpion stung him, and he died. 

We, unatung of scorpions, did not enter by the Hon- 
guarded porch on a memorable occasion. The morning 
was radiant with simshine in a period of fitful weather, 
sudden raiu-gnsts, varied by keen-edged winds, calculated 
to nip the circulation of royal personages. The world 
was out of time, the spring tardy in England and Prance, 
while in Italy wise old people croaked that the moon was 
a month behind time, as the goddess had been for the past 
year, with results detrimental to the earth. In the span 
of sunshine Florence appeared fresh, dazzling; music re- 
sounded, and silk banners of wondrous design, devices of 
dragon, serpent, or crescent, floated from the palace win- 
dows of the Street of the Watermelon. A bouquet of 
flawera bloomed in a china \-n8e on the ledge of the Taber- 
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nacle of the Five LanipB. Did sober Andrea Tali, prepar- 
ing Lis mosaic cubes, and grinding colors in the dawn of 
winter mornings, to tJie discomfiture of his sleepy pupil, 
Buffalmacco, foresee the fulfilment of this day ? Giott 
must have divined it, with clearest vision of the ardiit« 
and artist. 

We did not enter the portal of the lions opposite i 
street, but turning to the left in the piazza skirted the 
church in all Its majestic proporfions. 

Something unusual, long anticipated, was a£tir in the 
very air. The medieval buildings were decked with ^ 
banners, tapestries, escutcheons, each replete with some ^e. 
historical meaning, if one paused to decipher motto and ^f^ 
coat-of-arms. Masses of roses clung in tender loveliness -^^as 

to the rough masonry, cast across arched doorway, bal .- 

cony, and the embrasure of casements. In the Flowerr^r r 
City this old square was wreathed with roses in honor ofcrW 
the Duomo Our Lady of the Flowers. Beyond the Via dcE^ ^i 
Servi the blooming sprays made space for a bust of Dona — — ■ 
tello, in a freshly gilded niche on an ancient house sur — "' 
rounded by the laurel wreaths of the master's centenary — -^' 
Farther on, the Opera del Duomo poured a wealth of bios — *" 
Boms f rom cornucopias across the fagade, as if to dcsig — "^^ 
natc the teeming abundance of design still t rcasurei^S^**^^ 
within the walls. Amolfo and Brunelleschi looked on— -^*^ 
How superbly the church dominated these fading wreath*;^ - 
with which the border of her garments was docked iu honors ^^ 
of completion! 

Follow with the eye the line of foundation in thatvas*'-^^ 
expanse of pavement, the square. Sept. 8, on the Nativity*^-'^ 
of the Virgin, 1298, the Cardinal Pietro Valeriani, thes^*-" 
first papal legate sent to Florence, laid tho corner-stone. — '^ 
Arnolfo di Cambio was ordered to build a cathedral by"^^—* 
the town: "Since the highest mark of prudence in n -^^ 
people of noble origin is to proceed in the management of "^^ 
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maD swept off occasionally like an insect rendered giildfi 
by too much sunshine, although the wine wag watered i 
there, and the regimen sober. The keynote of the solu- 
tion of roofing in the sanctuary was thus obtained, afte 
endless debate and good-will had suggcstod such expedi^ 
ents ua filling the entire ediiico to the brim with earth 1 
gain a point of support for tlio requisite work. If the hint ' 
were judiciously circulated through street and market- 
place that silver coin had been mingled with the soil, 
would not many hands aid in the subsequent removal of 
the mHS3, as the sailors and navvies still help in building 
a sanctuary to the Madonna on the hill above some Medi- — 
terrauean seaport ? Many more years must elapse before ^s 
the restoration of the lantern, which, struck by lightning, .^ 
was replaced later by the work of Verrocchio. 

There is the outer gallery visible from this point, thin i 
narrow passage supplemented by Baccio d'Agnolo, wholij-*^^' 
in opposition to the immcnae corbels of Brunellcschi, a^^ 

fretting zeal checked by the timely sarcasm of Michel 

angelo, that it resembled one of the tiny wicker cagea io^^ 
which countless generations of Florentine children hav^^^ 
captured the mole-cricket in the meadows on AseenHion^B^^* 
Day. 

Contemplating the magnificent building, the remem — ' 
brance ot the parody on the projects of the guilds wil^^^" 
recur to the mind in the ceremonials of the Glub of the 
Trowel, held on the aja or threshing-floor of Santa Mariai 
Nuova, in 1612, where the bronze gates of tlie Baptistery 
had been cast. 

The members, divided into architects and operatives, -< 
were shown the design of an edifice, the former furnished^ 
with trowels, and the latter to act as humble laborers iiL.^ 
the work of construction. Pails of ricotta, goats' milltfl 
cheese, served for mortar, sugar-plums for gravel, grated 
Parmesan as sand, cakes and pastry formed the bricks. 
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■while meats afforded the foundations, and fowls and San- 
sabres the oolonme. 

Quitting the angle of the Via Proconsolo, the roses 
looped their sprays of living bloom along the other side of 
the square, where orango-treea flanked the porticoa. The 
mmt lioaiitiful decoration of the entire piazza, in charac- 
teristic BUgirestivcaess, was that of the noble brotherhood 
of the Miscricordio. Shields, flowers, golden fruit for 
balcony and embrasure of other palaces, but for Ihe Mis- 
ericordia wreaths of amaranth, sheaves of palm, violet 
clusters. 

Giotto's Campanile shone with rosy reflections in the 
pare light. Opposite is the Bigallo, and in the rear, Iw- 
hind the Baptistery, the residence of the archbisliop, once 
dwelt iu hy the famous Countess Mathilda, boro on the 
surface curious mediaeval escutcheons. 

A sea of human life surged about the spot, composed of 
citizens, ranuntaineers from the distant heights, come over 
night to witness the spectacle, as they flocked to hear 
Savonarola preach centuries ago, and peasants from the 
Bdjarent Val d'Amo, Fhrsc elements formed a solid 
|)halanx of resistance to the mounted giiai'ds; having 
^^ined the spot, they would not yield an inch until they 
tiad tasted to the full Ihe Itnlian intoxication of delight in 
crowds, movement, and tumult of spectacular excitement 
Jn tJio midst a shimmer of gold and velvet, fringed with 
■white marguerites, indic4ited the royal pavilion, sur- 
rouoded by gleaming uniforms and fluttering plumes. 

The queen touched an electric button, and the curtain 
concealing the fa(;ade dcaconilGd, revealing the fact that 
the Church of Santa Maria del Fiore was at length com- 
pleted. Then the central door opened, and the archbishop 
«nicrgrd, attired in his richest robes, und followed by the 
chapter chanting. Tlio prelate blessed the sacred edifice, 
Jl^xtcitded to the sovereigns the papal J] 
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The pagoant was effective, with such an incompara 
Betting; but poBsibly we behold it all too near at hand to 
realize the future historical significance of this meeting of 
Church and State, just as the facade, garish and highly 
ornate in freshness, may require the medium of softening 
summer twilight or moonlight, to best appreciate the 
Madonna of Sarrocuhi, the baseo-rilievo of Possaglio, tha , 
lunettes and mosaics of Barabino, or the delicate work i 
marble of Canapino. 

The least observant spectator must discern the keynot 
of the emotion of the hour. The finest modem t3'pe oE! 
king, in energetic effort and generous sympathy with hi^a. 
Bubjccfs, the priest, the architect, the sculptors, and th^E? 
stonc-cuttcre, Tuscan tcalpelUni from the districts wher^E3 
Benedetto da Majano and the Rovezzani once worked.—, 
meet hero before the finished faqado ia a fraternity c:»f 
mutual recognition. These men are Italians and brothc«r-s 
from King Humbert, wearing the order of the Annunziatssk, 
to the marble-cutter of Settignano in his holiday coa--*, 
triumphant and independent, who points out the trace ^^f 
his own chisel on pilaster or niche to hia womcnkind, su^j^a- 
bronzed and bareheaded, shrivelled grandmother, hnxi^sxi 
wife, and laughing girla. 

The Bccnc might warm the very dust of Amolfo<^.^' 
Cambio, who designed the first fagade, anil of Giotto, w^S^* 
raised the ornamentation to one third of the requisS- ** 
height with columns, statuCH, and niches, only to be sac :*~J ' 
ficed two centuries later when pulled down by Buontsilcn'*-*' 
the engineer of the Grand-duke Francesco, even of Audr"^** 
del Sarto, who painted the surface of rubble and cem& ^** 
in chiaroscuro for a passing ceremoniaL 

Surely some subtle link of fellowship must exist betwe^^ 
the Guild of Wool and the citizens taxed two soldi ^:^_ 
their tombs, and the Russian, the Frenchman, the Amet — '^ 
can, Englishman, and German, who have given of the- -* 
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fortune to complete the fulfilment of to-day. Tlie town 
gibe of ceiituriea muat henceforth pass into oblivion; 
"Your affair will be settled when the works of Hauta 
Maria are completed." 

The Florentine is unchanged. A few years ago the 
entire population discussed the fa9ade, as tu the desirabil- 
ity of Q pointed or square finish of the top, with the same 
interest in art which led their ancestors to carry Cimabue's 
Madonna in procession through the streets, from the studio 
in the Borgo Allegro to the Church of Santa Maria Novella, 
to criliciae Donafello's latest work, to admire the bronze 
doors of the Baptistery. Should the apex of the faijade 
be cuspidal or bicuspidal in form ? The question was on 
every lip, with energy of dispute waxing hot on occasion, 
and leading to the tosaing of the contents of a wine-glasa 
in the (ace of a vehement adversary in the neighboring 
caf^s. 

The curtain has fallen; the ceremony ia terminated; the 
royal cortege moves away; and martial music Ulla the air. 
A soft cloud of carrier-pigeons wing their flight to the 
moat distant provinces of the kingdom to announce the 
event. 

In the calends of May, month of love and roses, Florence 
and Venice have once more been fair rivals, with exhibi- 
tions, illuminations, and throngs of visitors. As in the 
ifiddle Ages the Arno city has cast down her defiance of 
the lovely siren of the Adriatic shore in fashion similar to 
the i-eply of Benedetto Dei to Niccold Ardinghclli: "Flor- 
ence is more beautiful, and five hundred and forty years 
'^ider than your Venice, We spring from a triply noble 
|**lood. We are one third Roman, one third Prankish, and 
One third Fiesolan. Compare with this, I pray you, the 
elements of which you are composed. First of all, you 
!*t^ Slavonian; secondly, Paduans of Antenor's dirty 
traitor brood; thirdly, fisher-folk from Malamocco and 

12 
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Chiogtna. Wo hold by the Gospel of Saint John, joa bjr 
that of Saint Mark, in which there ia as much diffen^nce 
aa between fine French wool and that with which mat- 
tresses are stuffed. We have round about us thir^ thou- 
sand estates owned by noblemen and merchants, citiiens 
and craftsmen, yielding us yearly bread and meat, wine 
and oil, vegetablea and cheese, hay and wood, to the 
value of nine hundred thousand ducats, as you Venetians, 
Genoese, Rhodians, and Chians, who come to buy, very 
well know. We liave two trades greater than four of youn 
in Venice put together, — wool and silk. Witness the 
Roman court, that of the King of Naples, the Marches and 
Sicily, Constantinople and Pera, Broussa and Adrianaple, 
Salonica and GalHopoUs, Chios and Rhodes, where, to your 
envy and disgust, there are Florentine consuls and mer- 
chants, banks and ofHccs, whither go more FloreDtiae 
wares of all kinds, especially silken stufTs, and gold and 
silver brocades, than fri>m Venice, Genoa, and Lucca. Ask 
your merchants who visit Marseilles, Avignon, Lyons, 
Provence, Bruges, Antwerp, or London, whether thoy liave 
seen the banks of the Medici, the Pazzi, Capponi, the 
Corsini, the Portinari, and a hundred others which I name 
not because 1 should require a ream of paper." 

The Venetian is pronounced so spiteful that he mi^ 
readily be mistaken for a Sienese in his allusion to Cosii 
de' Medici as being unable to take his bouds and coin h 
another world. 

" To-day I receive the ashes of Rossini in the templ^^n 
of Santa Croce, celebrate the centenary of Doaatell<3^B, 
wreathe the vast piazza with rosea in honor of the co»^Wi 
pletion of the Duomo," adds Florence in the noontide ^s^^ 
the 15tli of May, 1887. 

*' To-day I erect a statue to Victor Emanuel, and op^^^^^ 
an artistic exhibition," retorts Venice. "The amiafc^^^ 
queen has baptized the latest ship 'Galileo,' launct»^^^ 
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""Om my arscDal. The strains of Verdi's 'Othello ' 
a-Wraten the echoes of my cauala anil limpid lagoons." 

*'The amiable queen unveils my cathedral facade," 
-Florence rejoins. 

Then Venice murmurs low, "She came to me in afflic- 
*-icni, and visited my cholera-smitten islands, reviving 
<J*"cK)ping courage by her presence." 

^Florence is mute for a moment, then answers, "Mar- 
Kl>«rita of Savoy would do as much for me in sorrow. " 

Venice and Florence, shrines of fresh artistic homage 
JH the Italian springtime, are connected together by the 
presence of a great lady. She embodies herself a part of 
tfais springtime, whether enveloped in lace of Burano, or 
decked with f>earls for Santa Maria del Fiore. 

In the Church of the Lily a Tc Dcum had been ccle- 
"'"a.tcd, with the unwonted gleam of thousands of wax 
**t*er8 in crystal chandeliers. The ceremony over, the 
"*tcrior once more assumed a familiar aspect of silence 
**i.<3 darkness, impressive in the very absence of ornamen- 
tation. Accepting the edifice in the significance of Lom- 
^'^rd architecture, the three doors should signify the 
^••inity. the catherine-wheel window the unity of Christ 
** the light of the Church, the crypt the moral death of 
^*^^ with the cross as atonement, and the cupola as 
**«aven. 

The church is a Latin cross, with a great nave, two 

"■laller side aisles, two transepts, and two tribiuiea out 

7* "which open five chapols, with the dome above. Shadowy 

***a«ription8 on the walla record the foundation of the 

'^^tliedral, the transfer of the ashes of Saiut Zenobius ti> 

^^e spot, the half-effaced epitaphs of the patrons of the 

*'*irk. Tlie tombs of Giotto, Marsilio Ficino, Brunelles- 

^*>, Pier Parnese, captain of the Free Companies, smitten 

y plague in 1363, or of valiant Bishop Antonio d'Orso, 

\ ^h» led forth the canons in full armor against Henry 
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VII., when Florence was besieged, mav atill be disc 
The Te Dcum of the day failed to stir the dust of Antonio 
Squarcialupo, "Antonio of the organs," whose instra- 
mcnts were the delight of Lorenzo the Magnificent, and 
long made the voice of such temples. Hia best two or- 
gans were burned in St. Paul's Church of London, while 
he went to Constantinople to build another worthy of 
Mahomet II. 

The curious monument of the Englishman, Sir John 
Hawkewood, is beside the entrance door, — the equestrian 
figure painted by Paolo Uccclli, — to imitate sculpture, 
with gray tints upon gray to produce the requisite effect 
Such is the last resting-place of the reputed Essex tailor 
who exchanged the needle for the sword, and the thimble 
for the shield of a soldier of fortune, with such notable 
reanlt as a funeral given by grateful Florence, the bier 
covered with red velvet and c!oth-of-gold, and borne by 
knights with torches, banners, shields, and war horses 
clothed in sumjituous trappings. Op(»osite is the compan — 
ion work, the tomb of Niccolft Tolentino, by Andrea de'B- 
Castagno. 

Above the first door of the north aisle is the funeral ur*::^ 
of Don Pedro, father of the ill-fated Eleanora of Tuled.^— 
who died of supping too generously on snipe, or of remote — 
strating with his terrible son-in-law, Cosimo I., on hi 
conjugal cruelties. Beyond the fresco of Dante exponm^^B 
ing the "Divina Commedia," byDoraenicodi Michelin^S 
the pupil of Fra Angelico gleams faintly in the dusk. 

A haldaechino of silver cloth floats over the main a\U 
where is placed the crucifix of Benedetto da Majana 
marbles of that enclosing balustrade, executed by jealoi 
Bandinelli and his eighty-eight pupils, reveals here i 
there rich colors, like the vcining of agate on the sibyls 
prophets, and evangelists grouped in profuse design. E 
the rear of the hi^ altar rises the unfinished group • 
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etataary which was the last work of Michelangelo's long 
life. Nicodeinus and the Magdalene support the body of 
the Saviour, 8iiiking in death, with placid features and 
head crowned with thorns. Wrought from a column be- 
longing to the Temple of Peace and gift of Pope Paul III., 
this entombment, on which a soft obaeurity broods, even 
as incfimpletion veils the half-defined forms, is the treas- 
ure of the church, for the mighty genius that fashioned it 
dwarfs all effort of other artists. In the sorrowful great- 
ness of old age the man who was only contented when he 
held a chisel in his hand, and could imagine no phase of 
power or beauty not imprisoned in a block of marble, 
came at midnight, attached a candle to his pasteboard cap, 
aad worked on this group in his Roman studio, until the 
flaw was discovered which made him desist. 

Vasari was Bont by the Pope, on the pretext of obtaining 
Bome sheets of drawings, to catch a glimpse of the Christ ; 
and Michelangelo, having despatched his servant, Urbino, 
to find the designs, dropped the lantern in order that the 
cariosity of the visitor should remain ungratified. 

"I am HO old that death often pulls rac by the coat to 
come with him, and some day I shall fall down like this 
lantern, and my last spark of life will be extinguished." 
This plaint of feebleness and infirmity reaches us still, 
pansing here before the work, the face of Joseph of Arima- 
thea gazing down upon us gravely from his hooded mantle, 
the body of Christ already limp in insensibility, the agony 
of the followers none the less eloquent because half 
portrayed. 

The place is sacred to the art of this great soul. The 
ceremony of the day passes; the tapers burn dim; the 
music of the Te Deum dies away to silence beneath tho 
roof. The Church of the Lily, by virtue of this unfin- 
ished group, belongs to the memory of Michelangelo. 

Above the entombment rises the cupola decorated by 
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Vasari, who partook of fho sacrameDt before moonting^ 

the scaffolding for the periIoii9 labor, completed by Fed- 

i-rigo Zucchero, Lacking in richness of color and desigiu^ 

the frescos still span that giddy height, pallid and in 

effective, the target for the sarcasms of the poet Losca : 



" Georgin, ticorgin, jou ougbt U> be acpiued ; 
Georgio coiumiited thu aia. 
Presumptuously ha wna thu firat 
To paint the i'uj>ola ; 
And the Florentine people 
Will never cease lo raoiim 
UnUl perhaps Borne day it may be covered iriUi whi 



I 



Facing the entombment is the apse with the bronze a.«i<i 
silver casea beneath the altar, wrought by Ghiberti, as ti»« 
history of Saint Zenobius, and containing the relics of fcfcc 
holy man. To each artist his especial gift. For Ghibe«^i 
the most exquisite modelling of the goldsmith in meta.lB» 
with pictorial persi>ective, as in the shrine of Pa, in* 
Zenobiua, and the bronze doors of the opposite Baptistery' 
a keen refinement of taste, exulting in the discovery "^ 
antique busts and statues, such as the Hermes, dug up *" 
the Vigna San Cclso, and capable of discerning the bea,***? 
of classical relics by the tonch of the fingers: for Bnir*^*^ 
leachi, the soaring dome, when the hampering rivalpjr 



Ghiberti left him free to act alone. How significant *** 
difference! The dome still rises intact and majestic abai^^^ 
the caisa of the goldsmith containing the saint's bones, *' 
the cathedral apse. 

The lunettes of Luca della Robbia's Resurrection a-*^ 
Ascension above the doors of the two sacristies rcsemt^^ 
cameos in delicacy of outline and coloring. 

On the right hand of the entombment the painted wS-- 
dowa of the south transept shed a rich glow on pavera*?^ 
and frescoed chapel. On the left the north transept tref^^*' 
ares the choral books of Vanti degli Attavanti and Moi 
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(li Giorannt, with traces of tbe disk of Uw murtile sUh in 

the centre of the psvemeat erf Paolo ToaeaacUrs 
made in 1468 for the sdii'b ra^B to fall throB^ the 
on tbe 29th of Jane, the period of the — ■■-I'l »1^■^^^t 
ToacaneHi was tbe oorreapcodeat ol ColBBboK. 

In tbe Obarcb uf the Lilj tbe riaitar ma; nnae for 
boors on tbe cwnts which have taliMi place within 
these valla, so barrm of gilded omamentatiao, ajtd so 
rich in mcmorr uf stirring events. Startled groaps at 
partisans and encmirs maj rash acnes tbe nam, with 
fiiddon clash of sword and dagjeer, as when tbe romg 
Lorenzo de' Medici was rescind from ■■UMiiim by hia 
followers, and humed thrra^ this rttj aseristjr door, 
vhile his brother Gialiano fell Frederidc m. of Gej^ 
manr, seated in state, distribot^ here the hooors of 
kni^fhthuod. Charles VIII. vi Fnnee was received be- 
Death this dome by Florence^ 

Tbe mind, guided by the eye, swiftly reverts to the 
^roop of Christ Here is the temple, tbe shrine, the tocnb 
«Df Michelaogela Sorrow, power, grvideiu- of cmceplioD 
«Ten in la)>ora half defined, — we bare all tbe elements of 
«oul in the incomplete mass yonder, breathed Dpon by 
H^entas, and loft (hi the horicon Ronu!, with HL Pvler's 
•dominating al! like a nmtset cloud, may be cmbleioatic of 
}iia fame; bat in nu other spot, not eren escepttog Hanta 
^Troco, San Lon-nzo, the boose in the Via GbibelHna, does 
^itfl majestic personalily noqnire tbe eloquent, patbctic 
TVttlity discovemblo at the busti of this gronp, his last 
worlc In no other spot do the scenes of his life recur 
more vividly, or the thread of his familiar story run more 
■mootfaly than in the twilight of the Diioma Greatest of 
tbe followers of Savonarola, inasmuch as tbe power of tbe 
reformer** words penetrated his soul, he naturally lakes 
the first rank as boiioring Uio memory of the monk of St, 
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We see the Tiber valley with the chestnut woods slop- 
ing up to the beech forests of the Apennines, cradle of 
the stream; while below, the vines eway from tree to 
tree, the corn rii»enB to gold on the stalk, the gray oxen 
draw the plough through the furrows, and the children 
tend the flocks of sheep and swine by the waj-side. Oa. 
the heights rise the little towns, rich in history, — BorgM 
San Sepolcro, built by crusaders from Jerusalem, or the 
war-battered rock of Citt4 di Castello, and Caprese. ap- 
proached so long ago by the Florentine Ladovico Buona 
rotti, newly appointed podestd, accompanied by his yonnn 
wife, Franceaca del Sera, on horseback. The steed stun^ 
bled OD the rough path, slipped, and fell, dragging tl^ 
rider, yet the child known to the world as MicbelangeH 
was born unharmed. 

We see the boy put out at nurse with the wife of a ston - 
mason of Settignano, on the hillside of the Amo, accoi- 
ing to a system incomprehensible to the nurseries of maj 
lands, and imbibing from the breast of (his vigorous f 
mother an instinctive longing to wield tlic chisel, 
plas^fully aflirmed in later years. 

Youth asserted the right to try new wings. Ludov 5. ^co 
Buonarotti, with paternal solicitude, would fain cho«=»^e 
the career of this strong eaglet fledged in the nest of a 
commonplace brood. Did not a similar mature wisdo*" 
intend Guido to be a musician, Guercino a mason, S=*'- 
vator Rosa a priest, Claude Lorraine a j>dtis»ier, or Sloli *^ "^ 
a dealer in old clothes? Michelangelo was destined *" 
become a scholar, and his brothci-s merchants. Behold, "^ 
had known how to draw ever since he could uso his hai».«J^ 
and sought the studio of Domenico Ghirlandajo, with J'*^ 
friend, Granaccio, as naturally and spontaneously as -t^*^ 
flowers expand to the sun. In tlie choir of the Church* ^ I 
SantA Maria Novella he was permitted to take those (» "^ i 
steps in art amid the groups of the magni&ccnt gall*^*"^B 
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contemporary portraits, the frescos of the wall, then 
fresh from the brush of Ghirlandajo, with such addition 
as correcting certain designs with the broad, firm outline 
of his own unerring touch. To make a study of Martin 
Schonganer'a plate of the Temptation of Saint Anthony, 
on a larger pl^, was to eagerly portray from life the lish 
of the market, harvest of the neighboring Mediterranean 
ports, and render faitlifuHy the scales of the horned devils. 
The disapproving parent, Ludovico, who degenerated into 
the grumbler of later years, ever making fresh demands 
on the patience and generosity of the son to aid himself 
and the less gifted brothers, could only lead such a lad 
■to the art school opened in the garden of San Marco by 
Xorenzo the Magnificent 

The prince of all the Medicis acquired his most gracious 
asBpect in this garden, genial in praise and encouragement, 
Iteenly critical of defects, good-hmnored in bearing to the 
f^oardian of the spot, — the old Bertoldo, faithful pupil and 
partisan of Donatcllo, who could, on occasion, inform the 
mnnificent patron tartly that a cook was better paid than 
an artist. What other course would Lorenzo pursue than 
■to pat Michelangelo on the shoulder, inspect the mask of 
« Faun, and pronouncing the physiognomy too youthful, 
letum nest day to find the front teeth knocked out, thus 
imparting the requisite appearance of shrivelled age ? 

O marvellous youUi, crowned by a genius such as tlie 
■world has rarely been required to contemplate ! The eyes 
o£ the pupil of the garden of St. Mark were already lifted 
to a goal invisible to hi.? contemporaries. The pack- 
■Uiread restraints of the prudent father were incapable of 
binding the fluttering pinions of the eaglet, pausing on 
the brink of the homo nest before launching forth into 
space in strong, unwavering flight. He came to tliis very 
church to hear Savonarola preach. Ardent, impreeaion- 
aJAa, profomuUy iatercBted, Michelangelo waa oob of tho 
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throng of 8pell-bouiid listeners thrilled by the reformi 
eloquence, awed by his denunciations of corruption and 
evil, — imagery awakened in his own mind by the terrors 
of the Apocalypse pictured as about to fall on Italy for her 
iniquities. We like to believe that Michelangelo never 
forgot the tones of Savonarola's living vojce, and found 
anew the true bread of life in poring over the sermonsi 
in the house of the Via Ghibellina, in old age, 

The earlier Florentinoa had listened to commentari) 
on rtante in the same temple, as the Neapolitan still lend* 
ear to the improvisator and recitationist of the street 
coiner, and the Roman of our day may be found on a 
morning of Li'ut listening calmly to the animated dis- 
course of flomc Franciscan moiik, with a cord knott«d 
around his waist, and features glowing with the force of 
his own impassioned words. 

Here was an element more swift and portentous than 
the emotional surface ripple of Southern races, in the mag- 
netic influence of a mighty orator capable of swaying the 
multitude to his own will. Did Savonarola discern the 
youth, Michelangelo, in the crowd ? Was he brought 
into personal contact with the prot&g^ of the Medici, fos- 
tered in the palace of the Via Larga, and fed at the table 
of Lorenzo, who liked to gather about him men of genius! 
Can a nature as sensitive to all nobility, to all quickened ^^ 
pOBsibiliticB of good in others, as was Savonarola's, havc^^ 
remained unaware of the very presence of the youth, b^, 
some subtle perception of a soul greater than his ovnx 
Michelangelo must have listened calmly, with eye aK^^ 
ear open to new and profound truths, not with the shan»-^ 
faced defiance of frivolous Fra Benedetto, preparing ^* 
cast away the musk-scented garments and musical instr^^ 
ments of giddy pleasure for the cloister, the contrition ^ 
Fra Bartolommeo over his own studies of nude forms, ttf"^* 
despair of Botticelli and Cronaca in maturity. The n^^ 




the star fell on the sleeping waters of conscience i 
temple, where the earnest features of the preacher gazed 
forth from the monk's cowl, as in the bronze figure at the 
base of the Luther monument at Worms, promising to 
adolescence wings and not crutches in life. 

Shaped to the uses of art by the study of anatomy, and 
moulded in mind and character by those sermons in the 
Duomo, as well as fumed to the study of the Holy Scrip- 
tures which bore sublime fruit in the Sistine Chapel, to- 
gether with the intimacy with Dante gained by reading 
aloud to his friend, Aldovrandi, at Bologna, henceforth 
there was no turning back for one destined to become a 
part of Italy. 

How curious the picture of the times ! The cynicism of 
Xorcnzo's school of philosophy, the mockery of scepticism 
of the town, do not appear to have touched Michelangelo. 
Kespectful and grateful, without servility to those gener- 
^Dtis patrons, the Medicis, the death of Lorenzo was a 
^lereavemcnt fraught with superstitious dread. 

A bright star shone above the "Villa Carcggi ; a thunder- 
^:^lap reverberated near the Duomo; and the Medici ban- 
*iera fell within the sanctuary. Cardierc, Piero's lute- 
"^Iftyer, beheld the Magnificent in a vision, clad in black 
^uid tattered garments, a spectre believed to warn of the 
^on's banishment. At Apulia the sky of midnight gleamed 
Xvith three suns. At Arezzo a phantom host of armed 
»nen, mounted on gigantic horses, fought in the clouds. 
"^Viae men needed no portents to weigh Piero in the bal- 
ance, and turn afresh to the teachings of Savonarola. On 
the 22d of January, 1494, the white flakes having de- 
scended on Florence to a depth of six feet, Piero ordered 
3MichelanKelo to make a statue of snow in the court of the 
palace. Thus had the mantle of the father fallen on the 
son. 

Manhood, maturity, old age. We may follow each 
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phase delineated by many pens, and iu many languaj 
pausing bere at the base of the group which marked the 
limit of all labor. Accepting the length of nave from 
the altar to the entrance door, traversed by the mechani- 
cal dove in the spring festival, to ignite the car of Ceres in 
the square, aa emblematic of man's earthly pilgrimage, 
Michelangelo went forth from the studio of Ghirlandajo 
and the garden of St Mark, to seek ecclesiastical Bologna 
in political banishment; Rome, which he dreamed of 
transforming on such a scale as the e^ipansion of the tomb 
of Pope Julius into the later dimensions of St. Peter's; 
the fastnesses of the Carrara Mountains, to wrest from 
Nature her purest marble, and where he would fain score 
a cliff facing seaward in the semblance of a human form 
for sailors to discern from afar over the blue sea ; to re- 
turn to Florence in dark days of siege and famine, protect- 
ing beautiful San Miniato with wool-sacks and earthworks 
aa his bride; to rest by the wayside for a season, refreshed 
by the friendship of the noble lady, Vittoria Colonna; 
to leave "half o£ his soul" in the woods of Spolcto in 
old age. 

The pencil capable of imitating the drawings of ancient 
masters did not falter before the cartoon of the soldiers 
surprised bathing in the Amo, for the great sala of the 
Cinque-Cento in the Palazzo Vccchio, in competition with 
Leonardo da Vinci, and possibly lingered more tenderly 
in the design made for Vittoria Colonna of the Madonna 
seated at the foot of the cross, with her dead son fallen 
from her knees to the groimd, — that cross of strange form 
like a Greek upsilon, the two arras above connected by a 
piece of wood in beams assuming the mystical form of the 
triangle denoting the Trinity, with the words of Danto 
appended: "No one reflects how much blood it has 
cost" 

The brush, scarcely pausing on easel pictures of now 
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doubtful authenticity, attained fulfilment of power in 
those vast cycles of time depicted on the ceiling of the 
Sistiae Chapel, while the sibyls and prophets, colossal 
and severe, grouped about the cornice, still seem to coa- 
template the world outspread below, and was once more 
wielded, after a lapse of thirty years, to complete the 
gloomy and terrible Last Judgment of the altar. 

K the dome of the Pantheon suggested that of Santa 
Uaria del Fiore, and the cupola of St. Peter resulted, the 
rmind of Michelangelo combined the true value of archi- 
"tecture, painting, and sculpture, in the union of the 
sacristy of San Lorenzo, the niches of the Medici, bordered 
T)y double, fluted pilasters, the spaces between these pilaa- 
"lers and pillars used for shallow niches in the corners 
and for statues, the capitals surmounted by a balustrade- 
like ornament, and projecting cornice of dark marble 
Tfherein to frame the wall like a picture. Tribolfi failed 
~to execute the statues of Heaven and Earth, Silvio Cosini 
left the capitals unfinished, as did Giovanni da Udine 
ihe gold and stucco, with arabesques of masks, birds, and 
leaves. II Penseroso needs none of these aecessories, as 
lie sits and muses with " everlasting shadow on his face " 
and those guardian forms at his feet. 

The pen, transcribing noble verse from early youth to 
the sonnets of Vaaari, found imperishable expresaion in 
the lines attached to the statue of Night : — 

" Sleep is dear to me, and still more that I am stone, so long 
S3 shame and dishonor last among us. The happiest fate is to 
see. to hear nothing ; therefore waken me not, speak gently 

The ehisel that traced the furrows in the countenance of 
the Faim, the sleeping Cupid, the drunken Bacchus, com- 
pleted the Pieti of St. Peter's, the David, wrought from 
the block left of the Duomo those mighty figures of the 
Medici tombs tn San Lorenzo, the Moses of St Peter in 
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Vincoli, and hovered over countless masses of marlile, 
with deciflive stroke here and there, half liberating the 
idea imprisooed within the inanimate surface, waiting to 
be set free by the master's will, until laid aside forever 
with the group before ub. 

In the twilight of the church slight efTort of imagination 
is requisite to people the vast and barren interior with 
those colossal works representing the completion of a 
whole, — the youtliful giant-slayer, nerved to heroism in 
his slender strength; the smooth-limbed gud of the vine 
sipping the brimming chalice; those majestic symbols of 
Time bewn out in morbid haste and a frenzy of work. 
Life and Death, Suflering and Oblivion; the Law-Giver 
holding the tablets of Mount Sinai, the embodiment of 
virile strength. 

In the twilight of the church the human shapes, ren- 
dered familiar to us by portraiture, surely gather to watch 
the progress of that solitary figure toward the goal : 
Lorenzo the Magnificent, prince and statesman, in the 
benevolent guise of patron; Pope Julius II., exacting and 
irascible in delay; Vittoria Colonna, noble of feature, 
clad in black velvet, with her white veil of a widow. 

These he left on the road, leaves garnered to the {rrave. 
He was alone when the chisel dropped from the relaxoil 
fingers, the day's labor finished, having outlived kindred, 
friends, memories, regretful, sorrowful, and sweet. The 
greatness of earth had grown terribly small to age. He 
may have realized, with Sophocles, that death was the true 
birth. Even then the upright, undimmed conscience of 
the man found clearest utterance: life had brought him, a 
frail bark, over stormy seas to port, nnd strict account 
must be given hereafter of every deed done in the flesh. 

Dant« stands yonder in the quaint fresco of the wa]], 
expounding the " Divina Conmiedia." Savonarola preached 
in that pulpit^ the echo of his words still alive in the hearts 
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of men, Michelangelo, the outward expression io form and 
color of both, wrought the group in the shadow of the high 
altar. 

Let UB leave the Church of the Lily In the keeping of 
the august trio, - — the poet with hia sensitive, aquiline 
features and brow laurel-bound; the reformer, with his 
eager and kindling glance piercing sluggish souls as wilh 
fire and sword; the artist, with the stern and furrowed 
physiognomy grown bleak, urging Art's chariot wheels to 
fresh pi-ogresB. 

We emei^d by the door opposite the Street of the Water- 
melon. The lions support the coliunna of the porch, with 
ihe Madonna above and the old man holding the open 
book. 

The sunset hour had come, and the day embraced, 
adopted the completed edifice. The new facade sparkled 
in the rosy reflections of upper air; but the shadow of the 
TttBt pile tell from dome and flank in a soft and mellowing 
harmony emblematic of the influence of time, the touch 
of the centuries. 

Those airy postmen, the carrier-pigeons, had winged 
their flight far with the news of the morning. In the 
peal of the vesper bell all that gracious sisterhood of 
cathedral towns greeted Florence with a responsive note, 
— Siena, Lucca, Pisa, and a fainter vibration borne on the 
wind from distant Parma, Modcna, and Cremona. 
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A BOY pausea beneath the window, and thrusts a bit of 
■^*- palm through the grating, while a sudden smile irra- 
diatea his dark and mobile features. 

The Florentine boy is not expansive, as a nile, with the 
wheedling softness of the South. He more frequently 
possesses the airy moekery of a citizen of the world, criti- 
cal of his neighbor, and is inspired with an innate and im- 
measurable aonae of personal superiority to all foreigners. 
The Florentine boy still singa through the streets those 
doggerel rhymes of the hour caught from the satires of the 
press, or the gibea of the puppet theatre, at the expense of 
all the world, eapocially the eccentric tourist This lad 
has reason for gratitude to the occupant of the window, 
and sliowa it in a swift and unexpected way by thrusting 
the bit of palm, blessed at the Church of St. Mark, through 
the bars, and running awaj-. 

The boy, ten years of age, is an apprentice of a jeweller 
on the Pont* Yecchio, in one of those tiny nooka of shops 
overlooking the tawny tide of river, where turquoise and 
mby still are act. 

Yesterday a small package lying on the pavement of an 
unfrequented byway attracted the notice of the writer. 
Instead of keen-eyed saddler, cobbler, or locksmith at 
work in some dark shop, or hovering thief of the San 
Frcdiano quarter, alert to rob purse and casement, the 
abstracted stranger in search of suppressed cloister and 
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Ustorical site picked up the package, opened the bos, and 
(IJacovered several gnid chaina. 

Rule demanded taking the treasure to the qu^stura, or 
the nearest guard, one of those dignified persons in cocked 
hats who stand on the Lung' Arno, the Via Tornabuoni, 
and in the Cascine. No guard was visible, and the name 
of the jeweller was pasted in the lid of the box. To seek 
the shop on the Pontc \"ccchio, and deliver the package to 
the owner, was the work o£ a few moments. 

The jeweller, one of those old Florentines with a refined 
and sagacious face, S[}cctai:les on ai)uiIino nose, was exam- 
ining a string of pearls. A small boy, pale, distrustful, 
and terrified, appeared in the distance. He had been 
intrusted with the box, and lost it, his youthful mind 
tempted astray by sumo diversion against which hia 
nature was not proof. 

The master was profuse in courteous thanks, while his 
countenance acquired an expiession of severity. The 
small boy eannut have been annihilated for his delinquen- 
cies, for he liaa just brought the pahu-iiranch, in the flesh, 
«nd in possession of all his bones. By what instinct of 
gratitude did he find his way to the Florence Window ? 
Did he obey a childish impulse of gratitude in presenting 
the bit of palm to the stranger who proved an unexpected 
•rngcl of deliverance in his career ? How did he divine 
^hat the palm would possess a peculiar significance as com- 
Snf^ from Savonarola's Church of St. Mark on Palm Sunday? 
Evidently the chubby apprentice has a poetical soul. 

Accepting the spray of palm, and turning it in idle 
-Angers, the image of the small apprentice lingers after he 
%aa departed from the Street of the Watermelon. Alert 
^wd inconsequent, with all his precocious intelligence, a 
Szrain of the old Attic salt of street repartee degenerated 
^Dto sheer imjjertinence on his tongue, he forms a link 
■^nih the past full of interest 
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The richest page of Florentine history ia thst of child- 
hood. Has any other city, includingthesurroundingcoim- 
try, ever produced an equal number of wonderful boys ? 

Dante ranks first, the sensitive poet of nine years, vrbo 
received the image of the little Beatrice in his soul, aa 
she appeared in her crimson robe at the Bpring festival, in 
the mystical rapture transmuted to posterity through the 
medium of verae, as light blends, separates, assumes new 
fomis and dimensions, until absorbed into the full efful- 
gence of the sun in the paradise of mature manhood. 
Dante believed in God, in virtue, in his country, in love, 
in glory, and in the destiny of the hiunan race ; but the 
old story, forever fresh, is that life began for him when 
his eyes first met those of Boatrii'c. He is the pure source 
of the sentiment of chivalry of the knight-errant inherent 
in the breast of every boy, who builds air-castlos antk. 

dreams of the adventure of having some fair lady to pro 

tect with drawn sword and clash of conflict 

When will the brush of modem artists cease to 6n^Sd 
fresh inspiration in delineating the charming history 
little Giotto, the shepherd, discovered drawing the poi 
trait of one of his own sheep on a flat stone, with a bit 
chalk, by Cimabne riding along on his good mule, clad iKi-*" 
mantle and peaked hood ? Had not Cimabue taken tha*^^''* 
ride in the country, as the human instrument of destiny^i^y* 
and fetched the lad to Florence for instruction, all Ital M^T 
and the world would have been robbed of the Campaniles J^ 
the frescos of Santa Croce, the decorations of the churchez^-*"* 
of Assisi or Padua. 

Andrea del Castagno, bom in 1390, in a hamlet »■ 
Mugello, was the son of a poor laborer of St. Andrea 
Linari. Early left an orphan, the boy tended the flocks 
his cousin near Castagno. How suggestive the picl 
of this little shepherd a!sf>, whose name, del Castagno, 
associated with the shadow of chestnut woods, the ri] 



of 




THE CHRIST CHILD 195 

Ing of the vine, the garnering of the Tuscan harvest. The 
humble lot uf the peasant, healthy and ignorant of the 
powers dormant within him, would have heen his portion 
had he not chanced upon an itinerant painter at work on 
a wai'side tabernacle. 

Andrea, fired to emulation of this new gift, began to 
scratch rude figures on *'all and rock. These designs 
doubtless resembled the drawing uf a child on a slate, or 
the first tracings of primitive races in caves, and on the 
bark of trees. 

Bemardetto do' Medici, seeing the work, took the boy 
to the universal arl-raother, Florence, for nouriahment, 
where, as a realistic painter, he became a follower of 
rccclli, and executed the equestrian monument of Niccold 
Tvlentino, in imitation of citatuary, as a companion work 
to the tomb of -Sir John Hawkwood. 

Witl) the life stain on Andrea del Csstagno of having 
learned the now process of oil painting of DoDM^nico da 
Venezia, and then murdered the fellow-artist in the dark, 
whether truth or calumny, we need not deal. The lad 
tendinj; the flock in the shade of chestnut-trees, and 
watching the itinerant painter at work daubing a wayside 
■brine, with instinctive awakening of curiosity and emula- 
tioD, is the imago of childhood treasured in the memory. 

Andrea Contucci da Snnsovino, bom a sculptor and 
architect, modelled sheep in clay or soft mould. 8imone 
Veapncci, sent as podeatd to the little mountain Tillage 
near the Honte Sansovino, saw the boy's efforts, and 
broogfat him to Florence to place with Antonio del Polla- 
jnolub Sansovino also studied in the art school of the 
Medici garden. The boy, discovered by Vcspurei, went 
(ar, — to Rome, to Portugal, to the Uouae of Lorrtto: hut 
be alwayi retained a love of the hillside, the woods : and 
when hune brought him wealth, be retired to the country 
for four months of the year. 
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Lesser patrons among Florentine citizens than 
Meiiici, the names of Cimabue or Vespucci acquire i 
unitiue interest in connection with their prot^g^s; 
should Vecchietti be overlooked, who received the young 1 
stranger, Giovanni da Bologna, Into his house for a term ' 
of two years, the mansion in the dismantled Ghetto with 
the grotesque devil on the corner. 

Whence is derived the impression of Italian indo-^ 
Icncc ? Not from the peasant toiling in the fields from 
Umbria to the Lombard/ plain. Perhaps the pha^e o^.^ 
dolcefar niente has passed away. Consider the life of th^ _e 
Florentine boy of the time of Savonarola. Fra Bai-toloin^i^- 
mco, called Baocio dclla Porta, because he lived near tk^^c 
Roman gate, was apprenticed to Cosimo Rossclli at tha^ae 
age of nine years, and exijcctcd to be the head of hS^Ts 
family at twelve. Rueful little Andrea del Sarto, boun^^d 
to the glim and fantastic Pier di Cosimo, when sevc^^n 
years old, escaped occasionally to the congenial atmo^ ^' 
phcre of the Church of the Carmine to study in the Brai:^^* 
cacci Chapel. Ohirlandajo received the pretty name ^^^^ 
the gold and silver wreaths fashioned in the hoHfga u* *" 
his father, by which he is ever known as a great master. 

How small the shrill-voiced apprentice still is! TI*^*'' 
tiny mason, with his jacket slung over one shoulder i,-*''^ 
a professional manner, slouches along the pavement imitate "*" 
ing the heavy gait of his patron. The embryo milkraaK-*^ 
and baker's boy in aprons wheel their little carta abou*^ 
the streets of a morning, able to match quick wits with al-» " 
the town. In no other city are the new coat of the tailot-^^ 
or the new boota of the shoemaker sent to their destina--^^^' 
tions by bo wee an emissary as in Florence. 

That the trust is occasionally misplaced, in the glddjfc.-^' 
volatility of urchinhood, is proved by the jeweller's bo^w*^ ^ 
reposing on tlie curbstone, wliile the apprentice tosscifc^ " 
coppers elsewhere. Sometimes a crowd gathers about thfe^-^^ 
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dark shop on a narrow street, where an irate carpenter oi- 
locksmith has just thrashed a delinquent 'prentice, until 
the guards have interfered, with a be^y of sympathetic 
women, headed by an injured mother. As a rule, tlie boy 
is the natural growth of the baby, so early established on 
hia own legs, and who jiauscs to dust his shoes on a holi- 
day, with his jKicket-hand kerchief, in imitation o£ hia 
father, at an age when the infants of other lands ari' 
viewed with maternal pride if able to toddle on dimpled 
feet. Beauty of youth I 

If we placed together the portraits of the Cardinal 
Riario, Jppolito de' Medici, and Ccsare Eorgia, as embody- 
ing physical beauty, the study would be interesting. To 
group, instead, the heads of Leonardo da Vinci, Michel- 
angelo, and possibly Bcuvcnuto Cellini, would be to add 
the aureole of genius, before which tlic flesh-tints of the 
youthful prelates must fade. 

This quicksilver element of childhood in the Florentine 
population, pervading all the centuries, was discerned and 
estimated at its true value by Savonarola. Hia inter- 
course with youth furnishes one of the most curious pages 
of his time. The purity and delicacy of Savonarola's 
own nature found an instinctive affinity with the children. 
When he had attained the zenith of hia power, and the 
multitude swayed to hia will, men and women alike shrink- 
ing from the an-ful denunciation of evil launched from the 
pulpit of tlic Duomo, he still despaired of elevating those 
about him to the lofty standard which rendered Christ 
the only worthy ruler of the city. The words of Samuel 
were ever in hia mind: — 

" He tlial ruletb over men mnal be just, niliiig io tbe fear ol' 
God. 

" And he sball be as llie light of the morning, when the sim 
rtseth, even a morning without clouds; as the tender gross 
Springing out of the earth by clear shining after rain." 
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Whei-e among the Florentmes was Savonarola to liud ^H 
thia ruler ? The preacher capable of stamping indelibly 
the impresaion of great moral truths on the opening soul 
of the young Michelangelo, tiie teacher who had in8truct4;d 
the novices with |>cculiar tendcrncas in the cloister gar- 
den, turned to the children, full of precocious talent, 
germs of imdeveloped greatness, and yet ever ready to ^-^ 
reflect, chameleon-like, the public mood of the moment. 

Dividing the sheep from the goats in tlie flock, a part:*-— j 
of these children undoubtedly ebbed back to the sea ot.^^/ 
turbulence and corruption of the day, while the other .^^ 
half remained faitliful to the teachings transmitted lM^~tn 
their descendants. The balance of good and evil i- _in 
human gratitude was displayed by the boys, thrmtin ^ i^, 
sharpened sticks through the apertures in the boards c^»-of 
the platform leading to the funeral pyre, to wound tfcmAe 
feet of the reformer, while wreaths of flowers were plac(^^*cd 
on the spot for centuries on the anniversary of h -^is 
martyrdom. 

The sprig of palm belongs to the early freshness of tt'^^-''* 
Italian springtime. The faithful of the creed of the laimr*^^ 
behold in it the triumphant entry of Christ into Jerusiy ^^^' 
lem seated on the ass, while the people spread branches -•*^* 
before him. 

At Rome, the ceremonials at St. Peter's will conclud*^ 
with the distribution of the palm blessed by the PontiPR^^^' 
The palms sent from San Rcmo — the privilege of th»*^^ 
Bresca family since the sailor of the name hade the archi- *^ 
tect, Fontana, wet the straining rope used to raise thi^*^^ 
Vatican obelisk — have been diatrihutod, and will bea 
kept to protect the house, the fields, the person of the 
recipient, from accident 

How sigiiilicant the changes of progress I Formerly 
the palms arrived in a vessel anchored at the Ripa 
Grande ; to-day the harvest is despatched as prosaic freight 
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by rail from Genoa. Should tiie palm belong to any 
creed ? 

We leave the Street of the Watermelon, pass the Bap- 
tistery, where a little citizen ia being carried at the 
moment, aa was once the infant Dante, traverse the Via 
Calzajuoli, the wide Piaziia Siguoria, and by the magnifi- 
cent colonnade of the L'Rizi, reach the Arno bank. White 
clouds, wind-driven, traverse the sky and caat shadows 
on the opaque current of the stream; snow still lingers 
on the summit of the Pratomagno above Vallombrosa. 

A group of country folk emerge from their favorite 
Chapel of the Madonna delle Grazie on the right. A 
company of Borsagliere, with cocks' feathers fluttering in 
the breeze, march rapidly along the Lung' Arno della 
Zecca to their barracks, with the sharp note of the bugle. 

We cross the Grazie Bridge, where the cells of the nuns 
have long been swept away, and the modern tramway 
taken possession, and pause at the Turrigiani Palace. 
The spray of palm guides us, — a wand possessing magi- 
cal properties. 

The Torrigiani Palace is situated on the Piazza Mozzi, 
and was designed by Baccio d'Agnolo, the family l}elong- 
ing to the Guild of Vintners of the fourteenth century. 
The exterior is not magnificent, while the modem luxury 
of the interior suggests the date of the First Empire, an 
impression onl^ redeemed by the treasures of art in the 
suite of rooms open to vieitoi-s. If the Corsini palaces of 
Rome and Florence seem ever to bask in golden sunshine 
further reflected on the amber satin of hangings, the 
heavy gilding of cornice and furniture, the Torrigiani 
should be characterized as the Palace of the Bridal Chest 
Here are preserved some of the coffers so quaintly deco- 
rated for the trousieaax of medieeval brides by famous 
painters of their time. Pontorrao adorned cabinets and 
easaone ; the brush of Benozzo Gozzoli traced the triumph 
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of David; Baccio d'Agnolo carved coffers, chairs,^ 
bedsteads; at tho bottega of Ridolfo Ghirkndajo any woi 
of art could be ordered. 

Savonarola exclaimed, " Do not let jour daughters pr 
pare their corredo {(rous»eau) in chests adorned wii 
pagan paintings. Is it right for a Christian stMuae to I 
familiar with Venus before the Virgin, or Mars before tl 
saints ? " 

In Florence, the bridal city, the marble and alabasb 
of whose churches were compared by Michelangelo to tt 
fair radiance of the bride, what pageants may have bee 
aasociated with the fading tints of these very caetone ! 

The tragedy ot the fair Ginevra, hiding in lier weddin 
cheat, which proved her coffin, finds a deep tinee of vi( 
lence and passion in the desolated betrothed of the raui 
dered Bnondelmonte, 

A gracious vision, at which the world still smilf 
wherever beheld, sweeps through the lofty apartments c 
tho old palazzo^ swift, evanescent, the filmy tissue of 
bridal veil. 

Clarice Orsini, arrived from Rome to wed Lorenzo th 
Magnificent, wears once more her robe of white and gol 
brocade, with the sumptuous mantle. Feasting and danc 
ing talto place before tlie Riccardi Palace, and the sym 
bolical olive-tree is raised to an upper window, 

Margaret of Austria, daughter of the Emperor Charle 
v., and bride of Aleaaandro de' Medici, is borne along ii 
a magnificent litter by forty young men, clad in rich cos 
tumes, on the Jtine day. 

Violanto ot Bavaria enters the Porta San Gallo in 
car studded with gems, to espouse Gian Gastone. 

Scanning tho pictures on tlie walls, we find the objet 
of our visit to the Torrigiani Gallery in tho third room 
This is the portrait of a man with a fine and expressiv 
face, wearing a dark dress and cap, with a pale tandscaf 
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^^W background. The work, ascribed to Leonardo da 
Vinci, or more probably to Lorenzo di Credi, is the por- 
trait of Girolaino Bcaivieni, the Florentine gentleman, 
the friend of Savonarola, whom Benirieni esteemed as a 
Mint and n prophet. 

Bom in 1453, Girolamo Benivieni, poet and scholar, 
was intimiite with Lorenr^ the Magnificent and the phi- 
loBuphcrs of his court. He attained the advanced age of 
ninetv jrears in troubled times. The active partisans of 
Savonarola, prepared to defend his sanctity with sword 
and breast, might havo cast at Bcnineni the reproach 
addreraed to Erasmus by Luther of wishing to walk upon 
eggs without crushing them, and among glasses without 
breaking, vet he had the moral courage to write a letter 
to Clement VII., reminding him of a promise to give 
ddotited Florence a liberal form of govcmmeDt, and 
farther recommending the memory of the poor brother of 
St. Mark's. The life of Itcnivieni e«ca[>ed the result of 
•oeh temerity, and he was bnried in the Church of St 
llaHc, beside Pico dE'Ila Mirandola and Politian. 

Beniiieni is chiefly known as a religious |)oct, and the 
oompofier of the lauds or canticles sung by the procestiions 
mt children oririnized in bands by ^vonarola to redeem 
*hc city from existing wickedness, and sow the seed of 
"Virtue for a rising generation. The children were the 
^jMMwn instrument to carry light into dark places. 

The old Oin>lamo Benivieni steps down from the picture- 
"frame in the Torrigiani Gallery, and seems to say, smil- 
3og benevolently, " Behold my work as a man of mj 
"time." Vfe obey, as much bewildered as edified by tlia 
«poctiicle. 

Wo are led back across the Grazie Bridge, througfa the 
-arcades of the UfSzi, along the Via Caitajuoli, and having 
■nined the Doomo, turn to t)>c left instead of regaining 
> Street of the Wstcnnclon in the shadow on the right 
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hand. Fullowing the Via Cerretaiii for a space, the 
fiorgo San Lorenzo is reachetl. 

Noi8y, dirty, and more populous than formerly, owing 
to the vicinity of the new market established in the quar- 
ter of late years, the Borgo still possesses cbaractc-riatic 
traits. The chief fruiterer of the city and his wife stand 
on the threshold, where they welcomed the Emperor of 
Brazil on one of his matutinal I'amblea of the inquiring 
traveller. 

They are a handsome couple, fresh, buxom, and gray- 
haired, undistm'bed alike by the clamor of venders luid the 
wasps of children hanging about the luscious fi'uits dis- 
played in the doorway. 

The centre of sale for native linen, coarse, fragrant, and 
durable, and the long festoons of narrow bands for swad- 
dling new-born infanta, second-hand furaiture, hemp-cluth, 
and black, yawning cellars, fringed with such wares as old 
clothes and shoes, where the inraatos appear at the top of 
flights of stone steps, and dive again into obscure depths 
like trap-door sjiiders, the short thorouglifare opens on the 
Square of San Lorenzo, irregular in form, and surrounded 
by lofty and faded houses, with lo;ifi!e and terraces. At 
one corner is the statue of Giovanni dolle Baude Nere, 
wonnded unto death at the battle of Mantua, at the age 
of twenty-nine years. 

The splendor of the Medici expenditure is not apparent 
on the exterior of the Church of San Lorenzo, however 
rich the mausolemn entirely incrusted with precious mar- 
bles and mosaic, the saeristy containing Michelangelo's 
mighty statues, and the Lanrentian Library, with its 
Btaincd-glaas windows shedding light on the Pandects of 
Justinian or Petiurch's letteiu 

The edifice due to the Christian matron, Giuliana, who 
vowed to erect a church to Saint Laurence if granted chil- 
dren, and the first basilica, built in 373, was blessed by 
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Saint Ambrose, and (inally remodelled by Brunellesclii in 
1435. The lofty beauty of the ioterior atones for all 
external roughness and iusignificauue. Above the door 
leading to the cloister ia the singing gallery inlaid with 
rock-crystal and colored marbles by Verroccbio, The 
two bronze pulpits of Donatcllo and Bertoldo, placed for 
theological disputants, were removed to their present site 
when Leo X. visited Florence. Tborwaldacn's monument 
to Benvenuti, the moat eminent Italian painter of this 
century, reveals Painting in the act of dropping her 
palette. Porphyry covers the spot where Cosimo the 
Elder lies before the main altar, and enshrines in sump- 
tuous form the Grand-ducheaa Maria Anna, wife of Leo- 
pold 11. At the extremity of the north transept is the 
Chapel of the Sacrament, containing the rich altar by 
Deaiderio da Settignano. Above is placed tJio little statue 
of the Christ Child, once carried in tbo processions of the 
children, when the lauda of Girolamo Benivieni were 
8ung. 

The Christ Child stands with head bent and smiling 
lips, blessing hia worshippers. One hand is raised, with 
two fingers and the thumb extended in the act of benedic- 
tion, while the other holds the naila and tbo crown of 
thorns. The feet rest upon a cloud which descends on a 
sacramental cup. An angel bows in adoration on cither 
side. 

The statue is placed too high for close inspection; but 
all observers have been moved to pleaaurablo emotion in 
contemplation of the tenderness and perfection of the Gcsi 
hat^ino. Tho work has been attributed to Donatello and 
to Desiderio da Settignana Tho sweetness and grace are 
charactcriBtic of the latter ; tho rounded limbs, the polished 
surface, tho Italian morhidezza, all seem to speak of the 
artiftt, son of the stone-cutter of Settignano, wboao ideally 
jierfcct plants of Tuscany, introduced into many of hia 
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works, fioeiu to linger in tradition in the Florentine studio 
of our day, where the tealpdlmo can readily chisel an/ 
flower or plant deeign.at«d on the base of a pedestal 
Desidei-io da Scttignano waa praised by Raphael's iaHhsr 
as the "brave Dcsiderio, so amiable and beautifuL" Per 
haps the sculptor breathed some of his own nature into the 
creation of the Christ Child. 

The poet, Girolamo Benivieui, while an orthodox Chris- 
tian, sought to give to his work the spirit of the Gre*k 
philosophy that had ruled the a^ in which he had groini 
up. Feo Belcari had been the leader of his youth. Savon- 
arola and Pico della Mirandola were the later stars u( 
his path. A steadfast friend, he sang of Bclcari's dealii, 
still defended the doctrines of Savonarola thirty yean 
after the reformer was burned, and chose to be buridl 
beside Pico. Sonnets, canticleB, ccIog:ucs, and sw^ 
flowed from his pi'n during his long lifa He transUteil 
the Psalms into rhyme, remodelled one of Boccaccio's 
novels into stanxas, and made poetical reproductions from 
Greek and Latin. His lauds, tinged with mysticism, 
touched the limit of frenzy at times, and were sung in Ihfi 
streets, to counteract the evil influence of the camiTaJ 
ditties. Certain verses run thus : — 



« thiiii this, 
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" Greater plea 

Or swccte 
Thnt for Christ's dear sake 

To run vith zeal and gladncM mad. 
Then let each man cry with me. 
Mad. mod, mad wc il ever bel" 

Still more strange is the following : — 

" 1 will give thee, soul of mine. 

One medicine better far than all; 
*T is goo"l for every mortal ill. 

Ami some the mudieiae Madnew calL 
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" At Irnst three ounces take of liope, 
Three o( toith, and six of love, 
Two of [vara, and set them all 
A fire of holy love above. 

<• Let them boil three hours good. 

Then straiu thL'm oS, and add enough 
Of huinbleuesB and grief to make 

Of this bleat ModDess, guanlum mff." 



Girolamo Benivieni waa one string in the muaical in- 
stnunetit of the age. The noble lady, Lucrezia Torna- 
buoni, mother of Lorenzo the Magnificent, compoBCil lauds, 
among otliers thoae of the Ecclesiastical Year, the IJiith of 
Christ, the Adoration of the Shepherds, the Passion, the 
Resurrection, the Descent of the Holy Spirit, the Life of 
Jesus on earth. Her works, published in the collection 
of the sacred porms of the house of Medici, were praised 
by Lui^i Pulci and Crcaeembeni. Tlic grandchildren were 
taught to repeat her verses in the domestic circle. There 
were Laiidi Spiritual! of Lorenzo as well, Lent demand- 
ing other food than his " Poesie Volgare " or " Canzone 
a Ballo." 

The sister, Lorcnia Strozzi, who has been ranked with 
Vittoria Colonna, Veronica Gambara, Leonora Falletti, 
Oaspara Stampa, or Claudia della Rovere, composed a 
hundred Latin canticles. 

In Florence it was a fashion to gather in the chnrchcs 
erery Saturday after vespers, and sing five or six lauds 
composed by Lorenzo, his mother, Castellano Castellani, 
Pnici, orFeo Belcari, after which the image of the Virgin 
was uncovered, and all knelt. The favorite sanctnarica 
were Santa Maria Novella, Or San Michele, Santa Croce, 
the Carmine, and principally the Ptiomo. Candles were 
lighted, procppsinns formed, reliquaries carried, and the 
populace joined in the 8erTic& 
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The jiliasc of laud-siaging would be incomiiletp witlii 
Boccaccio's hero, Gianni Lotteringlii, wool-comber, wbo 
directed the songs at Santa Maria Novella with iaJinite 
zeal and relish. He gave to the brethren shoes, boode, 
and cloaks, and received a Pater NoBt*?r in the vulgar 
tongue, the song of Saint Alexis, tJic lamentations of 
Saint Bernard, tlie hymns of the lady Mathilda. 

Farther back, the armies of penitents going about from 
town to town and couutry to country, kept alive the 
popular sacred poetry, while Fra Jacopone of Todi touched 
the keynote in his caiiticleB, which echoed for throe cct»- 
turics, coming fnim lonely Umbrian convent, and growisrsg 
in richness in the towns and villages, when the peop»le 
gathered to sing after the day's work was done. 

Fra Jacopone was succeeded by the Minorite Fra U^^0| 
Panziera of Prato, the Dominican Fra Doraenico CavaL <o, 

the learned Venetian, Leonardo Giustiniani. Girol:k :mo 

Benivieni followed Feo Belcari in another epoch. 

Savonarola turned to the children. He had the rnL *^ 
scats reserved for them in the Duomo when he preach^wi^'l. 
He organized a young republic, with peace ofTicers (pact" ■'"') 
to keep order and quiet in church, correcters, almon<^^'^ 
cleaners to polish the crosses, and inquisitors who entc^^'™ 
.houses to denounce gamblers and blasphemers, seize c^^"^ 
and dice, reprove women and girls for extravagance '" 
dress, "In the name of Jesus Christ, the king of *"'' 
city," was the formula with which they knocked at dc^^'^'^ 
on their mission. 

Opposed to the carnival license of dances, triump — ■"" 
cars, mythological representations, and Bacchanalian ^^' 

gies, the people were urged to sing the lauds of Girola- — ^^ 
Benivieni, and cry, " Viva Gesii Cnsto ! " The young nrr^^^^" 
went about the town, insulting inoffensive pcdestrin^**'' 
or throwing mud, rags, end other missiles into the shoj^*^' 

On Palm Simday Savonaroha's children were gathcC™ 
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at San Marco to the number of eight thousand, clad in 
white garments, and each given a red cross. They went 
through the city as before a tabernacle, singing the lauda, 
and repeating, "Viva Cristo! Viva Firenze!" 

Pausing at the Duomo, they received on silver trays the 
contents of the vases placed on the altar, full of rings, 
jewels, and trinkets, while chests contained robea of silk 
for further distribution in charity. 

Returning to the Square of St. Mark, they joined the 
Dominicans in songs and dancing. Did Savonarola act- 
nally share the refrain ? The emotional and mystical 
elements of his own nature kindled in poetical vein of 
kindred raptures to the sacred rhyming of the thirteenth 
century. Through the instrunientality of these children 
he established the first Monte di Piet4, "In the name 
of Jesus Christ, the king of our city." 

The young inquisitors knocked on the portal, and 
women, moved to hysterical emotion, yielded up their 
Eastern shawls, pearls, wigs, rouge-pots, and essences. 
They penetrated the dens of gamblers, and swept away 
the dice and cards. 

Tlie people seem to have yielded with a remarkable 
docility. Fancy the hardened gamblers of London or Paris 
suffering the intrusion of a band of boys to bid them de- 
sist, and give up the implements of their trade! Fancy 
the Casino of Monaco pausing in the act of spinning 
the roulette-ball at the command of One of Savonarola's 
emissaries ! 

The vicious classes of Florence must have evinced gentle- 
ness of forbearance. The children had matters all their 
own way. The lambs went unharmed into the very jaws 
of iniquity. It is true they were of the same flesh and 
blood. Paternal pride contemplated the shining ranks 
with admiration, as the children are now decked to 
receive their first communion, and to appear before 
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the arclibishop. The millemiiuui appeared to ba^^H 
hand. 

Had our little apprentice of the Jeweller's Bridge lired 
in that timo he would have doubtless belonged to the com- 
pany. He would have been keenly alert for all camiral 
fun also, such as the burning of the tree, and other bon- 
fires inseparable to the season, or the placing of the 
delightful old woman on the summit of the ladder under 
tJje loggie of the Mercato Nuovo in Mid-Lent, at a later 
date. This elligy, made of nuts and dried figs, was sawn 
asunder, and the fragments given to the crowd. The 
tradition of the ladder alone lias descended to our appreo- 
tice, and he seeks occasion to pin one made of paper to the 
dress of every woman he mi-ets on April Fool's Day. 

On Shrove Tuesday, 1496, the Christ Child was carried, 
with attendant angels, to the Piazza Signoria, where a 
pyramid of Vanities had been prepared. The pyre wm 
sixty feet in height, with a circumference of two hundred 
and forty feet. The children had collected this voltintarj 
offering of sinful luxuries, — harps, lutes, mirrors, chess- 
boarda, marble busts of Cleopatra, Faustina, or LucretiiU) 
masks, robes, Italian poetry, the Morgante, Boccaccio, 
Petrarch. The artists brought their pictures and sketches, 
Pra Bartolommeo, Botticelli, Lorenzo di Credi. 

"In the name of Jesus Christ, the king of our city," 
sang the children. 

The trumpets of the attendant Signoria sounded in the 
Loggia dei Lanzi, and the great bell of the Palazio 
Vecchio rang. 

The flames leaped up with the diabolical glee of destruc- 
tion peculiar to the element fire, the red tongues seared 
the sketches into scrolls, the beautiful books shrivelled, 
the antique busts became blackened in the furnace heat, 
the tinsel of human adornment, — the robes, shawls, and 
wigs of silk, — transfigured for a moment, crumbled to 
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elodera, and the pall of »moke covered alt the work of 
dent rue t iun. The figure of the sagacioufi Venetian mer- 
cfaant who, perceiving the loss, with praoticai good sense, 
while wholly failing to graap the spirit of iulention, of- 
fered twenty thousand crowns fur the pile, has become 
burtorical. 

SaTonaroia has been sererely blamed by posterity for 
the loss to th« world of rare objects burned in the bonfire 
presided over by the lovely Christ Child. Hie copy of 
Petrarch, illuminated and inlaid with gold, valued at 
fifty crowns, is still de])lored. If a volume the more be 
missing, written on finest parohment by Vcs[>aiiiano d* 
Bistivci, with binding of nitllo work, of a date when 
book-Diaking was a luxury, as embroidery of hand-labor 
before manufactured lace, it is ascribed to the liotocanst 
of the Bonfire of Vanities by indignant poslerity. The 
artists who were his followers cast no such reproach on 
SaTonarola, and modem historians have dune much to 
refute a [mpular error. Savonarula strove to purge and 
purify art from a monk's standpoint, when religious art 
was already dead, or rapidly verj^ng to decline. The 
prior of St, Hark bou^t the Medici Library, with the 
debt to l*hilippo de Comroines cancelled. 

Id the nest century valuable pictures and books wore 
destroyed in Germany and Holland through the inHuencc 
of John Calvin. 

The Christ Child looked on. If marble lips could 
apeak, the little statue, fashtuncd in the image of a beuii^i 
Redeemer, roust have said, "Cease tbta mad fanaticism 
of destruction, and strive to cleanse tlio heart from droas." 
The children pursued their way, repeating the lauds of 
Ctirolamo Benivieni. 

At a later date Filippo Strozzi affirmed, "Times are 
vhanged. The gonlingn lead the geeae to water." 

^e lauds have died away to sUeDoci The old Girolatao 
It 
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Benivieni returns to his place in the Torrigiani Gallt^; 
The Christ Child is restored to the dim chapel in the 
Church of San Lorenzo, where the statue becomes a mem- 
ory, veiled in clouds of incense and shrouded with crim- 
son draperies. 

In the chain of art how great the contrast between 
Michelangelo and Desiderio da Scttignauo, "the brare 
Desiderio, so amiable and beautiful" ! The statuette of 
the Christ Child still moves hearts to a tender admiration. 

In the Street of the Watermelon, as the twilight deepens, 
the palm-branch is borne by one alone. The small figure 
of Savonarola passes, clasping the palm in his hands, and 
with reverent gaze uplifted above the Cathedi-al dome to 
the clear sky beyond. Who can doubt that the reformer, 
who so often traversed the narrow Street of the Wata^ 
melon in life, his vision purified of such earthly mist* u 
the Bonfire of the Vanities, has, through fiery trial isd 
great affliction, gained the presence of his Creator ! 

" Lo, a great multitude, which no man could number, of iB 
nations, and kindreds, and people, and tongues, Etood belbn 
the throne, and before the Lamb, clothed with white robes, ■d' 
palms in their bands; 

" And cried witb a loud voice, saying, Salvation to our Go* 
which sitteth upon the throne, and unto the Lamb." 

We have here, in its fullest significance, and witb*)"" 
creed, the glory of the palna. 
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\ T the Eastpr season the flower-vrndcr posses through 
•**■ the Via Cocoraero, and holds \\p her bosket to the 
Tindow. Tho fioraj a is a well-known figure, in her broad 
Tuscan hat, her false black ringlets and gold ear-rinj^s 
sninifing on t-ither side of her brown face, Hhc is old, 
havinfi^ enjoyed her prime in (he time of the ^and-diieal 
Gonrt, but her stnilo is still eoaxing, and her dark eye 
crafty. She is reputed to be rich, and to have given her 
daughter a snug dotrry on her marriage. She still haunts 
tbo railway station to welcome, with fawning caressCH, tho 
newly arrived prince or emperor, travelling incognito. In 
her faded and eccentric ct>8tiinie site stiggestx the club 
door, the ball, the duel, and a nature as crooked as the 
labyrinth of the Gbett^i Jnd Old Market 

A few francs are slipped tliroii;;h the bars prot*M;tinff tbo 
Castrment; and lo! tlie embraHure is transformed into a 
bower of bloom and fragrance in keeping with tho day. 

"Behold the resurrection of the world," Raid Sydney 
Smith, indicating with his cano the first crocus fipringing 
ffrom the green sod. Inhale the Bwcctness of tho KaHtt^r 
greeting of the llowenil Hero are chrysanthemums in 
anchpst tints of cream and brown, golden cjuuiia, prtmrusoi, 
Xiarcisflus of a eulphur-yellow hue, double Russian violetx, 
the waxen tendrils of lily-of-thc-valley, hyocintli, roue- 
tinted and lilac, mingled with the deep fiaffron of orchids 
and th« fire of tulije. Tlic odors of jasmine and belii 
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trope linger on the air after the old flonrer-wonuui 
passed, singing a ditty in n cracked voice. Saster 
souvenirs to her faded souL 

These sheaves of dewy lilies, all this wealth of perfume, 
should have been the offering of some church shrine in a 
Catholic city, instead of glorifying the stone ledge of a 
dark window in the Street of the Watermelon, Across 
the court the musician is playing with light and skilful 
touch the chorus of Angola from the opera of " Mephis- 
topheles," by the modern composer, Arrigo Boito. Why 
docs the strain of melody suggest the Bargcllo rather than 
any church ? 

The town is animated ; the crowd throngs every thorough- 
fare. After the silence of Good Friday the bflls of ail 
tho towers Ileal out on the sunny air. The sky is of a 
tendor hlue, melting to un opalescent haze on the horiioa 
of hills, and the Arno, catching unwonted reflections of 
turquoise and gold on tho tawny surface, flows toward the 
sea with the slender poplars of the bank rippling in the 
light breeze. 

Nature sings a hvmn of praise to the Easter day which 
is the promise of the spring. Behold the resurrection ol 
the Son of Man, the risen Christ! Behold also tlie 
resurrection oi, the earth in germ, stem, and leaf ! The 
flowers in the window exhale incense from every golJoi 
chalice of cup-shaped blossom. The musician, by that 
subtle touch on the ivory keys of a pianoforte, sends u* 
forth in search of a chord of music which has existed (or 
centuries, and is so mucli a part of Florence and Tuscnnj 
that we find in it the fullest expression of Easter triumpli 
and worship. 

Skirting once more the Piazza of the Puomo, flooded 
with golden sunshine, and following the Tia Proconsolc^ 
the narrow street ia soon gained where ia located the 
Bnrgella 
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Erectetl for the Podeati, or chief magistrate of Florence, 
and reuovnted in 1373, the building with its masaive free- 
stone blocks, quarried at Ficsole and Goiifolina on the 
Aroo, fonus a shadow, uieimcing and impenetrable, even 
in the brightness of the Eoster-tide, whilo a damp and 
Diotih)^ breath emanates from subterraneua dungeons as il 
t4i warn the volatile crowd what men have Ixxn. 

No joyous note peals from tlio tower where once swayed 
La Montanara, — the bell that gave the signal to the citi- 
zoos to return homo and lay astdo their weapons after 
conHict The frescos of the Duke of Athens and the con- 
spirators have faded from the walls; the haggard features 
of prisonci-s have vanished from tlie barred casements: the 
pftvements, and possibly the human conscience as well, 
bare been washed pure of the bloodstains of centuries. 

Here is a sermon in atones such as will bo preached in 
no church of Florence, Savonarola having long been 
silenL 

Eura{)o has but one Bargollo. What marvel that the his- 
torian should discover ever-fresh interest in its archives. 
the poet seek inspiration in the soul agony of pas- 
sion, patriotism, revenge, and wrong of its captives, and 
the artist linger in delineation of light and shadow on 
•oulpturtrd column and lo^i/iaf What marvel that the 
community rejoiced when in 1841 the Piodmontcse, the 
Englishman, and tho American succeeded in uncoverinu 
tbe Giotto fresco of the chapel wall, long used as a larder 
fur tiie prisoners ? 

Cosimo I. abolished the office of Podeet^ assigning the 
caitle palace to the Bar;;el|(i, or bead of the police, instead. 

Enter the dark and lofty armory by means of the 
modem ticket nf admiiMion, mid pause a moment in thi> 
adjacent chambers an well, attracted by the standards •>! 
cpeara, falchions, and swords, the mail onco worn by the 
Black Band of Giovanni do' Medici, tlie primittro broaio 
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cannon, the shield of a Crusader, with a cross and an4 
of wheat as embleiuB of immortality, the arms of tlj^ 
Tuscan order of Uie Knights of Saiut Stephen. 

One figure still possesses a vivid personality on the site 
of the torture-chamber, with human bones too near the sur- 
face beneath the trap-door in the pavement, and enti'aiice 
walled up of tlie Porta delle Morte. This is Walter de 
Brienne, Duko of Athens, the foreign Podesti of predilec- 
tion, sent to quell the civic broils of Guelph and Gliibel- 
line parties in those earlier days when the town waited 
in a fever of aimless agitation for the house of Medici to 
put foi-th that iron hand in a silken glove, and quell 
liberty. 

" Come and rule over us, and rejiel the lord of Lucca, 
Castruccio Castracaue, at all hazards," was the appeal of 
Florence, repeated in our day by Greece, Sjain, or 
Bulgaria. 

In vain Florence petitioned the German olive-tree, ^ 
French fig-tree, or the vine, the papacy, for such sii 
Then King Robert of Najjles, the bramble, replied, "I""' 
your trust in my shadow." 

The bramble, instead of coming in person, or !)fi"? 
represented by his son, the Duke of Calabria, sent a Icss*^' 
bramble as his vicegerent, a thorn, the creature of h'' 
court, Walter de Brienne, to rule the fair city. Born i" 
Greece, of French and Asiatic blood, the strangpi" ^*' 
plausible and ingratiating until emboldened by power W 
tax the forbearance of the citizens to the utmost I'l"'' 
with the fearful culmination of the siege within these 
walla, nobles, artisans, and populace united, and ""^ 
cowardly thrusting forth of the boy, son of the Cod**''' 
vatore, William of Assisl, to the mob in the street ^"-^ 
duke signed an abdication and departed. 

Tlius did the bi-amble sot fire to the kingdom of "** 
cedar of Lebanon. 
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The beautiful court is in full eunabiue. The square 
Guflpliiu battlements of the building are visible, risiag 
toward a sky as blue as the background of a Luca dcUa 
Robbia Dicdalliou. A shaft of goldca light floods the 
throe sidea of the cortilo na^-e, whem the arcade of Gothic 
riblied vaulting, apriiigiug from foliated brackets, reats on 
ii)a#«ive culmuus. The shield of the Duke of Athena, 
liuiiA rani[>ant, au<J the liliea of Frauce, still adorns the 
Brst arch, with the shield of Florence, a red cross on a 
white field, and an eagle with a dragon in its claws bc- 
voud, and quaint coats-of-arms of other Podest^ Still 
mure curious are the stone tablets of the ancient divisioua 
of Uioctty, — the Dove of the Holy Spirit for Santo Spirito, 
Uie Cross for ^anta €roce, a Sun for Santa Maria Novella, 
a gilded Uajitistery, with double keys, for San Giovanni. 

In the middle of the court ta the well, where Floren- 
tines famous in history were Ix'headed, the hot blood 
catrent chilled forever on the mould -stained brink. 

Yonder is the stone stairway, divided in the centre by 
the iron gates, lion -guarded, mo<lellcd after that of the 
coatle of the Guidi at Pioppi in the Casentino, by Agnolo 
Oaddi, where Dante listened to the talc of Pisa'a Famine 
Tower from the lips of the chatelaine, daiigliter uf Count 
U]*olino delie Gherardesca. Will not the sympathy ol 
the poet, thrilled in immortal verse, How Uirough langoa^ 
as long as the Arno shall ripple over tlic keys confided to 
the stream ? 

Above is the gmeeful loffnia attributed to Orcafrna, with 
the three arches once divided into as many cella. Step 
by step the prisoners used to descend the stairway, accom- 
panied by a Capuchin monk, to the execution below. Step 
\tr step we ascend, noting the irreeiilar a[)crtures in the 
wall where snn-Iy the wind makes moan on winter nighta 
like the lamentations of the human beings once pent up 
I the Q&rrov space. 
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At the aunimit of the stairway we arc met by the 
muaeum cat, plump, clothed in rich fur of ailrery depths 
of fineness, a true Piiss-in-Buots, alTable iti demeanor td 
all the world, aud still frisky in youthful spints. The 
cat leads the way with an agile bound, past the three bronze 
bells of anti'iue mould in tJie loygia, as if prepared to fill 
the rSle of cicerone. The custodians, patient and well* 
bred men, smile at the fresh caprice of the unireraal pet 

PusB-in-Boota whisks before us into the superb ilall of 
the Judges, designed by Agnolo Gaddi, where all those 
colossal groups of the combats of Hercules, by Vincenao 
Rossi, Virtue Triumphant, by Giovamii da Bologna^ 
Michelangelo's Bacchus and Adonis, Bandinclli'a Adam 
and Eve, are ranged around the wall, without detracting 
from the immense size of the apartment. Between these 
groups are placed Donatello's round-limbed dancers and 
Luca della Robbia's choristers. 

Other halls extend beyond, dark and medifeval in form 
and decoration. Precious glass and cut crystal of ex- 
quisite shapes sparkle in the obscurity, aa snowflakes 
might gleam in fairy prisms of design in a cavern, if en- 
dowed with phosphorescence; amber and tortoise-shell, 
wrought in altar-pieoes and temples, have the tawny lustre 
of the topaz; ivory, with the creamy whiteness of the 
freshly peeled almond, or the yellow tinge of age, has 
here every phase of Oriental and Western carving, from 
the crucifix of the Renaissance to the Roman diptych of 
the fourth or fifth centuries, suggestive of the flat surfaces 
of Nineveh and Babylon ; gospel covers and caskets tor 
the altars of cathedrals in the form of catacomb sar- 
cophagi; enamels of the thirteenth and fourteenth ceutu- 
riea, in reliquaries and shrines, incrusted with figures ; and 
the clays of Calabria or Spain in many-tinted majolica. 

In the shadow the projecting chimney of the audicnco- 
chamber of the Podesti has the dogs and fire-irons remain- 
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ing where the tyrant Duko of Athena warmed himself; 
irhile the collection of Urbino ware, magnificent in color 
and form, brought to Florence on the marriage of Vittoria 
della Rovere to the Grand-dnke Ferdinand IL, gathers all 
the light on vase and [jlaqiic. 

In the shadow the ancient chapel still illustratea the 
feiids of the Blacks and Whites, once divided in two by a 
false ceiling, the upper portion serving as a prison, and 
the lower for magazine, larder, or kitchen, until the ener- 
getic ajiplication of modem razors on whitewash disclosed 
the ghost of Dante, holding a lily, the portraits of Corso 
Donati and Brunetto Latini, with heaven and hell de- 
signed on the adjacent partitions, — all fruit of the inde- 
fatigable brush of Giotto. 

In the shadow lustrous bronze — Donatello's David, the 
Mercury Poising for Flight, of Giovanni da Bologna, the 
rival works of Gbiberti and Brunelleschi for the Baptis- 
tery doorB — only yields a place to mellow marble, tender 
Madonnas of Mino da Ficaolo, precious fragments from 
tomb and frieze of Benedetto da Rovezzano. 

Above stairs tapestry, carved woods, and stained-glass, 
in bewildering profusion, lead to the collection of Delia 
Bobbia ware, — Virjrin and Child in youthful loveliness, 
framed in green foliage, Christ descending into limbo, 
carrying the banner, sainta in the orange-tinted robes of 
a later period. Harvest of dismantled convents and 
comer shrines treasured here, the Delia Robbia work 
should be nearest the blue heaven visible above the square 
battlements of the Bargcllo, 

We do not leave the first hall. Where shall we find a 
chord of music for the Easter season unless in pausing 
before the singing children of L-ica della Robbia t 

These detached portions, exquisitely carved in marble, 
and embodying every variety of form and movement in 
graceful combination, were executed for the organ-loft of 
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the Cathedral, to be placed opposite the dancing Iwvs of 
Dunatello. The former gain by close proximity of inspec- 
tion, while the tatter remind the spectator that they were 
executed by the master who moulded the draperica of 
Jl Zuccone, in masses shapeless to the uninitiated, in the 
studio, with nicest calculation of the distant niche of the 
campanile in which the statue was to be placed, and 
wns also capable of tracing tho gradations, in stiacciato, or 
low relief, of the Saint Cecilia and the young Saint John. 
The Delia Rubbia choristers rest against the wall of the 
great hall. In the groups, wrought with such marvellous 
delicacy, the faces are instinct with animation, mirth, 
joy, frowning perplexity, assumption of authority in ado- 
lescence, restraining cherubic infancy; the young bodies 
palpitate with life, the swift blood dancing in healthy 
veins, in response to expansion of movement and song. 
Cymbals clash; little drums resound; the leaves of choir- 
books rustle in eager fingers. All lips arc parted to give 
utterance to the strain, — maidens with hands entwined, 
youths pressed together to read the notes on the outRprcad J 
page, roguish urchins, and chubby little girls. What is« 
their song ? 

" PrnUe ye tho Lord. Praise Goii is Ilis sanctuary : praise Ilim in*^ 
tlie GriiiameDt of Ilia powLT." 

Is not this the leading note of tho youths with the opeod 
book ? 

" Praise Him for Ills miglity acts : praise Ilim according to His^ 
excellent g- 



The maidens take up the strain. 

" Prnies Ilim witti tbe sound of tlie trumpet: prabi> Ilim witli the ■' 
psalicrj- and liarp." 

Tho instruments vibrato in harmony with tlie voices, 
" Praiee Ilim witli tlic timbrel aai donee : pruie Him with vtringed 
and orgaus." 
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The light forms sway in rhythmical 
" Priuse Uim upon tliu louJ cymbals : praise Him upon the Ligh-souud- 
ing cymbals." 

A little girl winces and places her hands over her too- 
sensitive cai's. 

" Let everything that hath breath praise the Lord. Proiat) ye the 

Such is the full Easter anthem of Luca detla Robbia's 
singing children in the old Bargello of Florence. The 
Psalter is the liturgy of man. Surely the children sing 
one of the morning hymns of the Church, whether Latin, 
Greek, or Syrian. Emanating from the deptlia of simple 
devotion, a responsive sympathy is awakened in the ob- 
server. Luca della Robbia gave to the theme expression; 
and to him we of a later age ai-e indebted for the loveli- 
nesa of this chord of music. 

The family name is associated with the fate of Savon- 
arola. The Delia Robbia received the priestly benediction 
from the hands of the prior of St. Mark, fought for his 
cause, strove to defend his life in the siege of the monas- 
tery, reverenced bis memory with the loyalty of serious 
and God-fearing men. The founder of tho race lived 
before the day of Savonarola ; hut the labors of nearly a 
century become associated with the rcfonncr, both from 
his influence on the descendants and as conforming to the 
purity of the standard of religious art which he strove to 
maintain. 

Luca della Robbia was bom in 1388, in the Via San 
Egidia As a hoy, having been taught arithmetic, read- 
ing, and writing, he was next apprenticed to the gold- 
smith, Leonardo di Ser Giovanni, reputed to be tlie best 
master in Florence. How remarkable tho contrast of his 
career and that of Michelangelo, passing by swift transi- 
I tiua from the Ghirlandajo frescos of tiie Church of Santa 
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Maria Novella to the contemplation of antique statues In 
the garden school of St. Alark. 

The youth of Luca della Robbia waa scarcely lees ad- 
mirable in its way. He began hJs studies in the ahop of 
tliD goldsmith, as did Ghiberti, Brunei Icschi, the PoIIa- 
juoli, and designed in wax, marble, and bronze. An ab- 
sorbing devotion to his calling made him chisel by day, 
and often spend the night modelling, standing until 
morning in order not tu cease from drawing, or testing 
some fresh experiment. Hunger, cold, and thirst could 
not subdue the kindling ardor of the artist within his 
breast 

He furnishes another type in the varied elements of the 
city ; for while the youth, later led to ruin by Lorenzo the 
Magnificent or Filippo Strozzi, revelled, sang, and decked 
themselves in rich raiment^ with the vanity of girls, Luca 
della Robbia, with stern self-control, robbed his nights of 
sleep to perfect the images of beauty thronging his brain 
and intoxicating his imagination. 

The butterfly revellers of the public pageants have long 
been swept away to oVtlivion, while his creations still 
endure to charm the eye and move the soul, — his glazed 
medallions impervious to damp and imperishable as braas 
and bronze. 

Such slender threads of his history as can be traced in- 
dicate that he went to Rimiui at the age of fifteen years, 
in company with other youths, to make statues and orna- 
ments of marble for Sigismund Malatesta, where he worked 
in a chapel of the Church of San Francesco, and on a sep- 
ulchre for the tyrant's wife. The execution was so cred- 
itable that ho was recalled to Florence to assist in the 
embellishment of the Duomo, where the singing children 
were designed to adorn the organ-loft, with a metallic 
angel at either end, opposite to the frieze of Donatella 
His labors stiil remain in the bronze doors of the sacristy. 
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wrought with Michelozzo and Maso di Bartolontini, two 
altars, and the lunettes above each porta). He was in- 
tniflted with the execution of the story of the campanile 
designed by Andrea Pisana Facing the cliurch Luca 
placed the bas-reliefa of the Arts and Sciences, — Donato 
teaching grammar, Plato and Aristotle philosophy, a lute- 
player embodying music, Tolomeo astronomy, and Euclid 
geometry. 

Then he abandoned marble and bronze for terra-cotta, 
and laid aside the chisel for the gCecckini, seeking to give 
his creations durability by means of a glaze. Had ho 
experimented in coloring, in vitrifaction, with the aid of 
litharge, antimony, and other minerals, during those 
nights in his boyhood when eager pursuit of knowledge 
Itept him wakeful ? After much study of the problem 
lie succeeded in perfecting the glaze in his own fashion. 

Tlifc idea was not original with him. Enamelled pottery 
iras known to the Egj-ptians, Assyrians, Greeks, and the 
Italians of the Middle Ages, while the ceramic artists of 
Spain and Majorca learned of the Arabs the manufacture 
«Df glazed vessels and tiles. Twenty years earlier Bicci di 
Xiorenzo had modelled and glazed the terra-cotta group of 
"•he Coronation of the Virgin for the Hospital of San 
I^idio at Florence. Luca della Robbia none (ho less 
Xnade a new phase in art, which proves Lord Bacon's 
assertion, "It is absurd to suppose that things which 
lave never yet been done cannot be accomplished except 
\iv means not yet tried." 

Modelling in clay was a sort of painting to Michelan- 
gelo, while stone required to bo freely and powerfully 
liandieil. To this graceful modelling wo owe the Delia 
Hobhia groups of that first coloring, pure white enamel on 
tlie blue and green of background, the girlish Madonnas, 
the dimpled Christ Child reposing amid wreaths of 
foliage, the sweet, attendant angela, tlic benign saints 
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leaning out of niclies to bcatow a benediction, the taber- 
nacles of convent walls, the heraldic escutcheons of palace 
courts. The imperishable glaze has preserved, crystallized 
the ideal, as it were, for each of us, defying storm, h<^at, 
and cold to destroy the babies in swaddling clothes of the 
medallions on tlic portico of the Foundling Hospital io 
the Piazza Annunziata, or damp and mildew to deface the 
tomb of Bishop Bcnozzo Fcderighi in the Church of San 
Francesco c Paolo at Bellosguardo. 

The founder of the school, welcomed by all Enrope, was 
the embodiment of quiet perseverance and industry. In 
his efforts to solve the problem of the enamel he did not 
attain the height of grandeur of despair of Palissy, the 
potter, feeding the furnace fires with the household furni- 
ture of his destitute family, or of Eenvennto Cellini, ris- 
ing from the bed of fever to give the two hundred vessels 
of his home to the fiaracs, in order that the metal should 
not cease to flow destined to emerge in the beautiful form 
of the Pei-seus of the loggia. 

We have the portrait of Luca dello Robbia in maturity, 
the features massive and grave, the head enveloped in 
heavy folds of drapery. In the meagre details of his life 
the incident is full of charm of the artist once seeking 
the little town of Gavinana in the Pistoja Mountains, after 
illness, and leaving up there as record of his visit a 
Nativity and a Crucifixion, To the artist, restored by 
the pure air of the heights of the summit of the Bologna 
Pass, the work may have signified a votive offering in 
Nature's temple of health, while to the mountaineers of 
generations the delicate groups of figures standing out 
against the blue background must have meant a celestial 
visitation, and the name of Luca della Robbia been pro- 
nounced forever blessed. 

Andrea della Robbia, nephew and pupil, was instructed 
in tlie secret of the school. Andrea had seven sons, five 
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of whom followed the same calling. The eldest, Girolamo, 
went to France, and became the head of the families of 
the Seigneurs de Pateaux and Grand Champs. Paolo and 
Harco took the Dominican habit under Savonarola. They 
executed the medallion portrait of the reformer, with the 
design of a city and towers on the reverse, and a hand 
liolding a dagger pointing downward. It was thus the 
fruit of the Delia Robhia school, extending over the period 
of nearly a century, was brought, as the most touching, 
tender, and reverential phase of religious art, and placed 
at the feet of the prior of St. Mark. 

The museum cat, bored by inaction, has sidled through 
«ne doorway after another, while we linger before the de- 
tached fragments of the choristers resting against the wall. 
Setnming to the great hall, the animal suilers a swift, in- 
ecmtable change from purring amiability to lean, bristling 
suspicion, the yellow eyes opening wide, the claws un- 
sheathing stealthily, the fur undulating on a trembling 
"body. 

What docs the cat see in the old prison, invisible to our 
eyes ? What does the cat hear imperceptible to our ob- 
tuse oar ? Tlie feline senses arc more delicately keen than 
those of man. 

In the centre of the hall a trap-door communicates with 
awell below. Four stories of cells filled this superb apart- 
ment, until cleared away for the present uses. At the 
extremity of the audience-chamber of the Duke of Athens 
a solitary prisoner was once kept chained, — a Franciscan 
- monk turned brigand, who lived to the age of eighty- 
one years. 

Do these shapes rise before Puss-in-Boots at the mo- 
ment ? Or is the cat the natural ally of evil spirits, the 
uncanny and witch-like asserting full sway over plump 
kittcnhood in the presence of Luca dclla Robbia's 
angels ? 
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The children strike their cjmbals, sway in rbjthm. a^H 
sing their perpetual song of rejoicing. "Let eyerything 
tJiat hath breath praise the Lord! Praise ye the Lordl" 
On the Easter morning the words of song have wings, and 
soar forth from the heavy casements of the Podesti's 
castle to join the choir of hillside and mountain peak. 
" Praise ye the Lord I " The slopes about Siena add their 
harmonies, and the last note resomids from La Vemia, 
the monastery founded by Francis of Assisi, after the 
Count Orlando dei Catani, lord of Chiusi, had helped the 
first pilgrims to build a hut of branches, where the Ascen- 
sion, the Assumption, the Nativity, and the Crucifixion 
of Luca della Robbia find kinship with the voice of the 
nightingale, the violets, daffodils, and cyclamen of the 
forest glades, rather than the bitter cold of the Chapel of 
the Stigmata in the winter midnight, when the monks 
celebrate Itlass. 

The bells ringing tumultuously, the light foliage of 
the trees rippling in the breeze along the Amo bank, 
the verdure of the encircling meadows, the verj' spheres 
in the space of universe beyond, complete the chord of 
music. 

The world progresses. The ouhliettes and dungeons of 
the Bargello are sealed in disuse; the image of the Duke 
of Athens has faded from tlie tower; the vast halls are 
dedicated to a loan collection containing a silver plate of 
Cellini, a triptych by Orcagna, a Virgin of Niccold Pi- 
sano, wood-carving of Grinling Gibbons, where soldiers 
once thronged the guard-rooms, and st«rn judges consigned 
their fellow-men to the darkness of the torture-chamber, 

Easter flowers bloom in the embrasure of the Flor- 
ence Window. Across the court the musician is play- 
ing the chorus of Angels from the modem opera of 
" Mephistopheles. " 

Emanuel Deutach, in the rapture of the stranger's fiist 
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admiration, pronounced Florence the andante in the vast 
Becond and third movementa of Borne, and Naples the 
final cantabile in the symphony of glory, Italy. Hov 
many soula hare been amply Batislied vith the rich 
melodies of the andante movement ? 
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CHAFTEB XI. 

THBBB PICTUBB& 
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"D AIN obsenrea the vindow, penistent^ lang-eoutiiuxd 
-'-^ rain, vith varm ourrentB ti air, laden witli moi^ 
ure, sweeping up from tiie aea. 

The aspect ol the Street of the Watetmelm la diwT 
and dull; the BtillneBa oppreBBive, even droira^. AtAe 
lower end of the thoroughfare the pile of building of the 
Duomo forms a mass of blotting shadow, and a Burface 
deeply stained with mildew, as if the mire of centaricB 
had been cast at the marble, and the sweet influences of 
sun and wind were needful to make the mind of nun 
forget 

The Five Lamps of the Tabernacle nist on their cbuOB, 
and the withered flowers, placed on the ledge below by » 
devout band, drop, one by one, on the wet pavement 

Here, as in other portions of Florence, may be noticed 
a puzzling custom. Casements are open; and curtail* 
whether of lace or muslin, hang limp, while the steami"? 
moiBture penetrates freely to furniture hangings and ^ 
linen of beds within doors. These same sashes viH '* 
carefully closed in fine weather, if dust is abroad. Vd» 
may be the theory of housewifely prudence when due be*" 
is given to the effects of sun and dust, yet courts *** 
dampness of weeks of rain in unhealed apartments? 

To enter the door of the convent of St Mark in buC'' 
weather is to defy the depressing influences of a **' 
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Pictare galleries may be sombFe, and the fnsoos 
of churches wellnigh iDdUtinguubftljIc, hat San Mtreo 
triumjihs over tlic gloom of weeping skies. The swsrd of 
Uie cloister is fresh and green; a pale rose blomoms in a 
sheltered nook. 

On the wall af the restibale, somniMkd tir other plc- 
tnrt'fl enveloped in sbadow, the face uf S«runaroU is risi- 
ble in clear and Tivid contotus. 

Im this the TeritaLle purtniit painted b; the serioos and 
dcruut young man, Baccto della Ports, later enrolled in 
the ranks of art as Pra BartolomnHO, after listening to Uio 
teachings uf Savonarola, near the Persian rose-tree of the 
cloistA.<r garden ? The portrait tnu sent to the family of 
the preacher at Ferrara, then brought back to Florence by 
Pilippo di Arerardo Salviali, who afterward gave it to 
the Dominican nuns of Pratot The nnns kept the treas- 
ure nntil tlie su))prGfisiDn of their convent in 1810, when 
after many accidents it was purchased by 8ignor Ennohio 
Rnbieri. 

Whether the bead in the corridor be the vork of Fra 

Bartolominco or not, we recognize him in it The place 

speaks of the artist ; and the softly falling rain, tinklinir 

in the WBter-8i»onls or dripping from the arches of the 

cloister, is an harmonious cadence of memory. Frn Bar- 

tnlommco was the greatest of the itainlcrs bmught under 

the inWiieneo of Saronarola. The intercourse between 

^■HltM' uul disciple was eliwc. and the inlluritco on the 

^^^btts mind of the Utter profound. Ono cannot deGno 

^Qwhelsngelo as fetteretl to any single crved. sat'e a oni- 

Tenal system of Christianity as comprehensive as the 

cycles of lime in his own corapusitiuns. 

The familiar ston' of Fra Burtolmnmcu's career is tiko 
a ray of pure light penetrating tbo dark stiY-ots of the 
qosrter across the Amo. 
The little Baccio, at the age of nine jiara, was taken 
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by the household friend, Beoodctto da Majano, to the'^^ 
studio of Coftimo RosscHi. Doubtless Benedetto da 
Majono had iiiapected early efforta at childish drawing 
with a discerning and sympathetic eye, as Cimabue gazed V 
on Giotto's portrait of the sheep, or tie' Medici scanned ^^ 
the designs of Andrea del Castagaa 

Baccio was apprenticed to Gosimo Rosselli to grind^^ia^ 

colors, sweep the workshop, and run on errands. A*- | 

the age of twelve his father, a retired muleteer, dwell- ^fl. 
ing near the Porta Rumana, died, leaving Baccio th» _^e 
head of the family, with a stepmother, and several smal^HI 
brothers. Docile, modest, earnost, the boy acquitt«- ^ 

himself creditably of all his duties. He was boni full f *f 

grace and virtue. He resembled the plant, delicate y i ** 

tenacious, that climbs in growth to a purer and hi^i: sr 

atmosphere. His comrade and lifelong friend, Mariottn:^ 

Albertinelli, more closely resembled a rich and waywai J 

exotic, consorting with the rankest company of weed^^ 
until overpowered and choked by the baser clemen ^^ 
These two were as one soul and one body, affording tt::^^ 
remarkable contrast frequently noticeable in the frien^^"*" 
ships of youth cemented in manhood. Baccio, sent c::^^ 
commissions to the nuns of St. Ambrogio, admired the =^^' 
works of ari Albertinelli sought the garden of S ^^ 
Mark's, under Bertoldo, where his precocious talen^^-"** 
attracted the praise of the Medici family, and the seusuoi^-^f* 
imagery of his own nature found a luxurious expansion i-^^' 
the study of classical mythology. 

Baccio, timid and retiring, studied the frescos of th*^* 
Church of the Carmine in preference. Savonarola' 
voice began to be heard, denouncing the sins of Florence*^^ ' 
of Italy, of humanity ; and the sacred fire of fervent piet^--^^ 
was kindled in the soul of Baccio della Porta. He waS*-^ 
among the throng of listeners attracted by the eloqueac(C=^ ^ 
of the monk. The power of religious enthusiasm tteat:^ 






iwayed him like a reed. His sensitive conscience 
troubled by the slightest blemish of doubt on hia 
work and life, measured by a new standiird. Brought in 
close acquaintance with Savonarola, he painted that first 
portrait, hia brush already skilful; and the method of 
Cusimo Rosselli is apparent in the low key and clouded 
itransparency of oil-color, while the features reveal the 
idecision of character and growing consciousness of power 
trf the reformer. The significant line, expressive of the 
artist's fanatical devotion, was appended to the painting, 
Sieronymi Ferrariensis a Deo musi prophetce effir/ies. The 
Inotto was carefully concealed in the time of Savonarola's 
b-ial. 

Sculptors, painters, and miniaturists were attached to the 
Dominican order by Savonarola, — Ambrogio della Robbia, 
Pilippo Tapacciiii, Fra Benedetto, The reformer's stric- 
tures OQ the degradation of art made a serious impression 
■ni Baccio dclla Porta. Flad the Christian element wholly 
MBxpired with the holiness of Fra Angelico ? Savonarola 
ktrove to once more exalt the artists just as he attempted 
to renew the government of the city, and formed the chil- 
iren into bands of assistants. His immediate influence 
Uid the tragedy of his own fate struck and unnerved the 
of genius brought in closest contact with bis own 
fervent soul and austere example. 

The young Baccio, open to all sweet and holy influences, 
Bed into the portrait the reverence and admiration of 
le disciple, giving to other centuries the singular profile 
perpetuated by the Delia Robbia in tcrra-cotta, and cut 
a the gem by Giovanni delle Corniuole, 

Worldly Marlotto AlbertinelH scoffed at the esteem of 
lis friend for the preacher, Albertinelli. already prone 
mid the riotous weeds, yet blossoming with the richest 
promise, could he but be rendered industrious, stanchly 
lid the classical school and the study of the nude, 
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doubtless using effective argument, such as might nowk 
heard in any modern studio. 

Eaccio raised )iis fellow-studont from the companionship 
of nettles, and formed a partnership of interf«t: but 
Albertinelli ever lapsed away after a time to favorite vices 
and follies. What he was capable of achieving at his beat 
may be seen and enjoyed to the full in the rich and beauti- 
ful Salutation of the UPRzi. 

Then ensued the climax of emotion and sacrifice, when 
Baccio hastened to the pile of the Vanities in the Piazis 
Signoria, guarded by the Christ Child and the boys in 
shining raiment, and cast all his drawings of the class 
condemned by Savonarola, the precious fruit of an indcis- 
trious youth, to the consuming flames. The Venetian 
merchant inspires a kindred regret in later generations. 
If a hand could have been extended and rescued the de- 
signs of the eager young Baccio from the cruel fire ! 

Albertinelli, surely in advance of his day, stoutly refused 
to give up bis pictures in a similar fashion, and continued 
to sacrifice to Venus and the goddesses of beauty. 

The rain makes a sad monotone to thought, trickling 
from cornice and arch, while the frescos of the cloister 
reveal gay coloring in contrast with the sombre weather, 

Baccio della Porta, the timid nnture, hurried along on 
the tide of partisan agitation, was one of the besieged here 
during the horrors of the night, when the mob gathered 
with oaths and menace in the piazza outside, the dead and 
woimded fell on the altar steps of the adjacent church, 
and the murmur of Fra Saeromoro became audible in the 
convent that the shepherd should sacrifice himself for the 
sheep. Savonarola went forth to meet his fato by yonder 
door. 

Grief, anguish, and terror overwhelmed the painter. 
We see it all, with calm pulses, in the softly falling rain, 
through the mist of years. Baccio della Porta, docile and 
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faithful litttc apprentice of Master Cosimo RosspIU, up- 
right little atepaoD and brother, tender friend of the wild 
and wayward Albertinelli, vanished from the world of the 
town, the daily greeting of the neighbors, the cheese- 
monger, the vintner, the baker, who had known him so 
long and given him the name of Baecio of the Gale. The 
worthy floula sang the lauda of Girolamo Benivieni them- 
selves, and closed their shops at the hour of the day when 
Savonarola preached, grumbling a little at the rigid fast- 
ing which deprived them of custom. N'o doubt the change 
in the artist inspired them with awe and respect Perhaps 
they shfMik their heads over the loss to the world of one 
who promised to become a great painter. 

Baecio took the Dominican order, became a monk, 
retired to the solitude of a convent coll, and was hence- 
forth known as Fra Bartolommeo. The conflict had 
broken hia spirit. Havonarola hud been seized, bound, 
imprieoncd, tortured on the rack. The prophet whom 
Baecio revered bad been burned at the stake, and his ashes 
scattered to the Amo from the Ponte Vecchia Fra Bar- 
tolonuneu withdrew from the strife of the world in mourn- 
ing, penance, and dejection. Evil had triumphed, and the 
wicked rejoiced. His voice was not heard, unless in the 
low-munnnred lamentations of the SuvonaroUani, bewail- 
ing the times, and chiefly audible through the medium of 
Fni Benedetto's "Cedrus Lilianus." 

Hariotto Albertinelli, as if in defiance, joined the rank 
of revellers, and o[)encd a wine-shop or tavern on the site 
of Dante's birthplace. 

The monk undoubtedly pined in the inaction of his cell. 
He had cast his sketches to the flumes, and laid aside his 
brush, as a supreme sacrifice essential to his salvation. 
Did sagacious eyes about him, the sujierior of his monas- 
tery, or fellow-artist concealed beneath the cowl, note the 
drooping despondency, the utter prostration of the dvlicata 
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and modeat nature, deeming it a pity that the crystal « 
Tcaa shattered, and the precious contents, his peculiar gift, 
suffered to flow wasting amid the sands of listless yeare ? 
The convent rulers, including Savonarola, were keen to 
detect and utilize the talents of the brethren to the gloij^ 
of tiie order. 

Was it by mere chance that the young Raphael Sanzio-I 
in visiting Florence should have made in()uirics for Pra 
Bartolommeo, and sought him out in his seclusion, with 
such interchange as imparting a knowledge of color, and ,^^ 
receiving instruction in perspective T 

There is no incident equally beautiful in the art of th^^^ 
time. Raphael, the genius about whom already Bhon€^»^^^g 
the radiance that won all hearts, came to the monk's cell ^7 
like one of his own archangels, on outspread wings, smit^iAit- 
ing the darkness of moping inaction by his very presence^^g^ 
bidding the soul of the follower of Savonarola to arise nn — i t 
of the dust^ for life was estimable, and the earth still fii 11 
of countless blessings. Raphael was the swift messenger ^^i^f 
art 

Savonarola may have visited the cell of his devoted f'^ tl- 
lower in dreams, and the confessor of the convent st^^Bll 
further guided awakening inclination. 

In fear and joy, Fra Bartolommeo resumed his hni8~ ' » " i 
refreshed by the intercourse with Raphael. Hencetor — "^ 
he must pray for wings and not crutches. His stiid-^'"' 
was opened within these precincts of St. Mark. Ei^^* 
adopted the use of the jointed lay figure instead "f 

draping clay models after the manner of Lorenzo > "' 
Credi. Color was to the painter what marble was '* 

Michelangelo. 

Fra Bartolommeo, with judgment matured and visic::^" 
purified by long retirement, it would seem, studied tt^^\^ 
works of Leonardo da Vinci and Raphael. He visit*^^^ 
Venice, whither Baccio da Montelupo, the sculptor, 
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fled after the death of Savonarola, and drew fresh inspira- 
tion from the splendors of the Venetian school. 

Mariotto Albcrtinelli strutted to free himself from the 
weeds once more, coarsened and hardened by years of 
dissipation, and was admitted to partnership within those 
walla, as Benozzo Gozzoli was permitted to assist Fra 
Angeiico. 

The two friends executed magnificent work togelhcr, 
signed by their names interlaced; tlien ensued a final 
separation, — Albcrtinelli sinking out of sight, while Fra 
Bartolommeo climbed from excellence to j>erfection, 
gaining strength in light and shadow, method, contours, 
and beauty of composition. Like Michelangelo with the 
chisel, the moak was only contented when he held a brush 
in his hand. 

What great works shed a glory over these convent walls ! 
How the figures of Fra Bartolommeo stand forth, majestic, 
powerful, fully rounded into life because painted on the 
verge of the decline of religious painting! The Last 
Judgment on the wall of Santa Maria Nuova, the Vision 
of Saint Bernard, the Marriage of Saint Catherine of 
Siena, Saint Mark in a niche, the Salvator Mundi, the 
Conception, with Saint Anna behind the Virgin, watching 
Christ and Saint John in the foreground, — these may have 
risen from the bonfire of the Vanities exalted, purged of 
any dross of the artist's youth. The head of Savonarola 
as Peter Martyr, with the wound in the skull, was painted 
in later life. 

The monk went to Rome, and contracted malarial fever, 
which recurred each season until hia death. He was sent 
to a convent of the Plan di Mugnonc, a.s a country hospital, 
where he decorated the walls for pleasure and recreation. 
The Fra Paolino and the Suor Plautilla Nelli inherited 
his designs and artist's materials. Why did the Floren- 
tine school produce no great women painters ? 




The portrait of Savi 
corridor. 

We leave the cIoiBter and the convent The rain falls 
steadily in the Street of the Watermelon. 

Pra Bartolommeo belongs not to the Dominican monas- 
tery of San Marco, but to the world. We find him at 
Lucca, in the Louvre, in the Hermitage of St Petersburg 
as well as in the Uffizi, and amid the gilding and marble 
of the Pitti Palace. 



II. THE AUTUMN LEAF. 

The autumn ia fruitful ; and the old contadino who ^zk 
uncovered his white head and crossed himself with a silent .£*"jt 
prayer in the Street of the Watermelon, on the spring ^^jg 
noonday when the fireworks exploded on the ear of Ceros^^— 3 
in the piazza, must be rejoicing over the fulfilment of tht^^^^e 
promise in a rich vintage. 

The little wicket of the palace farther down the atreCi^aet 
will acquire a fresh significance to the hunible citizen, iiK: Aa 
the doling out of flasks of oil and wine. The dearest Kca^czmi- 
bitiou of the Florentine since the day when Buonaccors* .*^bo 
Pitti counted his raul berry-trees complacently has beeir^^Bn 
to own a bit of land in the surrounding country, a farm, a 

villa, where he may watch his grapes and figs ripen. 

" You were bom already dressed, and with a villa fiKn^ o' 
the summer season," says the envious friend, in one of th^ci^s 
small chronicles of a local Jonmal, 

The shop of the vegetable-dealer opposite blooms wiC-=^™ 
vivid red peppers, tomatoes, and yellow pimipkins. .^— ■* 
basket of figs rests against the wall, just brought hy - * 

sun-bronzed kinsman in a little cart full of straw, an^'j^" 
drawn by a dusty, shaggy Maremma pony. The charcoal 5 
merchant stands on the curb-stone, nibbling a bunch 0— 
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black grapes, with as contented an exprcsaion as the 
little faun of Michelangelo's Bacchus. 

The vender of chestnut cake has paused beneath the 
Shrine of the Five Lamps, and places his pan on the three- 
le^ed stool to waylay customers of the delicacy redolent 
of oil. 

The window-ledge is heaped with a friendly offering 
from the terrace slopes dear to Marailio Ficino, in his 
day, — fragrant leaves, rusaet-red, brown flecked with 
gold-dust, and veined with crimson, marigolds, gladioli, 
poinsettia, and sun-flowers. 

This scent of dried leaves, musky, aromatic, and deli- 
cate, is the pervading odor of the day permeating the 
luxuriant abundance of a harvest season when summer 
has lingered long into autumn. 

The festa is that of All Saints, and to-morrow will be 
the ensuing festival of the dead, All Souls. Tlie two are 
usually combined in the visiting of gravt-s. The crowds 
throng the height of San Miniato, still clothed with the 
scarlet Virginia creeper, to place their bouquets and gar- 
lands in and around the church. The little tapers flicker 
like golden stars on the pavement, amid the wreatlis, 
and the country girls of another generation smile and 
chatter to their swains, out on a holiday with tlieir parents 
and kindred, all without disturbing the repose of the 
yoimg Cardinal of Portugal, lying in marble state near 
by. 

The Protestant cemetery on the avenue wears the most 
lovely aspect of tranquillity, with the same scarlet vines 
entwining its closely thronging graves; and a handful of 
chrysantliemums have lieen placed on the tomb of Eliza- 
beth Barrett Browning. The town has not garlands of 
asphodel enough for the noble dead gathered here in a 
last sleep. 

Leaves! Dead leaves perfume the warm vr, and tlie 
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haze of lieat broods over the Arno valley. Summer ilea 
on file slopes of Moute Morcllo, the chestnut woods of 
Vallombroaa, and the diatajit range of Carrara peaks. 
Winter has forgotten the land. 

To quit the window and roam abroad is to find the 
shojia closed around the Duomo, and along; the Via Ccr- 
retani. At the end of the lattor thoroughfare the Church 
and Square of Santa Maria Novella arc bathed in sun- 
shine. The church becomes entwined with the existence ^^^^ 
even of forcignere dwelling in the vicinity; the square, ^ .■ 
whether deep in winter mud or choked with summer diist,^„-^ 
is mean, ignoble, modem, the houses chiefly railwaju^jp 
restaurants and hotels, alone redeemed by the hospita .^eal 
loggia^ the obelisk, and the sacred edifice. 

On the left is the Via dc' Fossi, with the shop-window— :^s 
full of mosaic, alabaster, and marble, haimted by tlt^je 
travellers of neighboring hotels, with the alert pict^H- 
pocket in attendance on the stranger- 
Pause at a corner, and the narrow, irregular streets of 
the old Florence branch right and left, full of a shado^^^^y 
suggestiveness which the Piazza Santa Maria Xovclla s\(m^mx 
not possess. Crooked byways abound, built to avoid t he 

rude sweep of the wind, or following some line of Roni fa 

amphitheatre, with palace doors revealing glimpses of 

enclosed gardens, heavy casements projecting over tn^ie 
pavement, and an occasional little piaxzrt, with a Btiii^n" 
cross in the centre, marking a historical site. A boy a — -ntl 
a girl stand with tho red leaves of a vine-clad trel 
above their heads, gazing down on the street They laii 
at the obstinacy of a gray donkey, laden with wine-casks, ~ 
youth, merry, careless, and indolent, blossoming wilh^^^*'" 
sombre walls. Tlie Via de' Fossi, noisy and commc:::^"' 
place, leads to the Borjrognissanti, where the throng sur^^* 
toward the church on this day of All Souls. 

An old man, seated at a table of the caf<!, is eating ^^" 
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ice, aerved in a tiny wine-glass, and of the cousiateiicy 
and color of pomatum, with the zest of a schoolboy. 

The cat of the British pharmacy sits on a chair, gazing 
ont of the door, superb, urbane, and of a silvery graynesa 
of tint A baby, toddling past on a holiday promenade, 
pauses and addresses the animal with infantile confidence. 
A timid little white dog peers in at the portal, with a 
deprecating mien; and the cat tolerates such canine intru- 
sion with the dignified affability of large natures. Pussy's 
position in life is an assured one, while that of the little 
white dog clearly is not, Tlicae pass by, but the cat 
remaina gazing at'Toss the street at the house where 
Amerigo Vespucci was born. 

The Church of the Ognissanti, belonging to the order 
of the Minorites of Saint Salvator, is enjoying &fe»ta iu 
the calendar of the year. 

Facing the Piazza Manin, with the yellow facade, the 
delicate Luca della Robbia lunette above the entrance, 
and the fine tower rising toward a blue or a stormy sky, 
the edifice is a temjile of poverty, of the unsightly, mendi- 
cant type. The rod brick tilea of the pavement are humid ; 
& mouldy smell dominates the incense; the doors appear 
sunken; the marble tablets are worn. The greasy cloak 
of the blind man brushes the intruder; the crippled woman 
beaeecbca alms; a throng of dealers in tapers, rosaries, 
and pictures set in tinsel, proffer their wares. We do not 
penetrate the church farther than midway up the aisle. 

On one wall is the fresco of Saint Jerome, by Domenico 
Ghirlandajo, and opposite the Saint Augustine of Sandro 
Botticelli. In the distance the main altar is ablaze with 
countless lights, which illuminate gold and silver tissues, 
crimson damask, lamps, and artificial (lowers. The sound 
of chanting tills the oar, like the murmur of a seu-shcll, 
remote, prolonged, conducive to revery. 

Saint Jerome, full of a thoughtful dignity, rests bis 
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head on his hand, as he writes at his desk. lie is a 
and majestic embodiment of age, with silvery hair and 
beard, and poBsibij is in the act of putting the finisbin^g 
touehes to the " Vulgate " or the " Commentaries on th^^ 
Prophetical Books of the Old Testament." 

Saint Augustine holds the ink-hom and pen in his I&./^ 
hand, while the right, with the articulation of the fingier- 
joints peculiar to the artist, is raised to his breast. I^e 
head, with closely curling beard and energetic features, is 
lifted as if to receive inspiration. Do not the eyes of the 
scholar reveal the kindling of imagination over the Citj 
of God ("De Civitato Dei"), or the emotion of the heart 
rising to be poured forth in the "Confessions"? TTie 
page is open before him, on which to inscnbe, at leaat, 
vigorous reasoning on original sin. 

These two fine figures, painted in rivalry by tn'o great 
artists, absorb all our interest in the Church of the 
Ognissantl. Gradually Saint Augustine asserts the rigbt 
to undivided observation, 

Sandro Botticelli was one of the group of painters ffli" 
stood near Savonarola in life and death. Born in Florence 
about the year 1440, he was the youngt^t son of Mariano 
Pilepepi, and pupil of Filippo Lippi. Patronized by Sii- 
tus IV. and Pius IV., he painted in the Sistinc Chapel 
those frescos re]>lete with delicacy of design and IwButj 
of imagination which were overpowered by Michelai^lo'8 
creation. Of all the Savonarola artists he resembles the 
most closely the fallen leaf, smitten from the branch hj 
the storm of martyrdom. Michelangelo received inyoath 
the vivid and powerful images of inspiration from the lipe 
of the preacher, portrayed in tlio labors of maturity. Ft* 
Bartolommeo, also young, shrank into a monk's cell, 
crushed and appalled by the fate of his leader, and the 
violence of man, until such time as his bruised spirit waa 
healed and refreshed to emerge and expand in untried &el(b 
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of creative excellence. Sundro Botticelli, already mature, 
dropped his brush forever, the vital spark extinyuislicd. 

He was apprenticed to a goldsmitli, but early evinced 
a preference for painting. Illustrating the art of the 
fifteenth century, when the school of Fra Angelico had 
declined, and Filippo Lippi had modified the religioua, 
conventional feeling, and extended the practice of filling 
large wall spaces with designs in tempera, Botticelli en- 
joyed the fruits of his own labora, and is reputed to have 
profited by the failures of other men, yielding much to the 
influence of pictorial and plastic science. In 1480 he 
painted the Saint Augustine in fresco for the Ognissanti. 

We have only slight details of the man, but these are 
varied and faacinatiug, like hia work. Contemporaries 
designated him as fanciful, vehement, passionate, and 
religious. The chain of personality has few links. In 
the Brancacci Cliapel of the Church of the Carmine The 
Martyrdom of Saint Peter, by Filippino Lippi, has on the 
right the portrait of a man in piolile, with a prominent 
nose, deep-set eyes, and a heaviness of jaw. He wears a 
red mantle, green hose, and a purple cap on flowing locks. 
This is said to be the poi-trait of Sandro Botticelli. 

His work remains, — the curious allegory of Spring; the 
Judith, moving lightly with triumphant step, followed by 
her handmaiden, carrying the head of Holofemes in a 
Back; the Fortitude, the round pictures, reminding one 
of the medallions in sculpture of Donatello and Desiderio 
da Settignano. 

The sad faces of the Madonna, and the meditative ex- 
pression of the Christ Child, which form so marked u 
characteristic of the painter, were attributed to the influ- 
ence of Savonarola and a love of roses due to a remem- 
brance of Oie cloister garden of St Mark. The pictures 
■were painted before the sway of Savonarola began; wlille 
Botticelli, as a Florentine, must have Imbibed a love of the 
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rose with his first brcatJi. The flower still blooms in 
long sprays of creamy, rich blossoms on the chrome-tinted 
walls of convent gardens, borders the Etruscan heights of 
Fiesole \a wild luxuriance, or unfolds deep, velvety petals 
on terraces. The association, however erroneous, lends ft 
new charm to his works. May not the p<;U8ive and reua- 
ing Madonnas rather foreshadow his own fate, and the 
development of the phase of character of abandoning 
everything when Savonarola was burned at the stake ! 

Botticelli gave his sketches to the pyre of the Vanities, 
and dropped Ins brush forever, after the execution of the 
reformer. The coDcluding item of his career is brieL 
He would have starved in old age, but for the support ot 
the Medici, 

In the Church of the Ognissanti the incense rises in 
clouds about the altars, the tapers twinkle, and the dra- 
peries glisten in folds of silver, gold, and crimson. The 
chanting of voices mingles and recedes like the murmur of 
a sea-shell. Saint Augustine confronts Saint Jerome in 
the fresco of the wall. 

Outside the crowd passes along the Arno bank, or seeks 
the cemeteries to deck the graves of the dead. The silvery 
mists of the valley rise along the slope of hills. The 
atmosphere is full of the scents of aromatic plants, dry 
twigs, bitter and balmy herbs, fruit The day is languor- 
ous in the very fulness of life, and yet with that veil of 
sadne&B, the autumn mist, the light in the eyes of Botti- 
celli's Madonnas over everything. The churches are only 
tombs, so many mortuary chapels, hung with funeral 
wreaths, at this season. 

" Seek not, LcucoDoe (*t it sinful), to explore 
Wliat term of life for tlice or me may be in gtore. 
Nor tempt Chaldean mystcriPB 1 wiser far, whate'er 
Our future fate may send, with cheerful mind to bear, 
Whether long years be oim, or this may be the last." 
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In the window the marigolds star the dusky vines that 
crumble at a touch. How many jeara ago the buid of 
Botticelli sank in ncrreless inaction, the sjiirit of the 
artist hntki^n by the t'xecution uf one he deemed a saint 
lunong men I How vital tlic influence of Savonarola! 
Uuw generous the soul of Botticelli! The seasons recur 
to the Flower City just the same. 

"Leaves! litUe leaves! thy children, thy flatterers, thine 
enemies ! leaves id the triad ! For all these, aod the like of 
tlieni, are born in the springtime ; and soon a wind scatters 
them, and thereafter the wood peopletli itseir again with another 
geDeration of leaves." 

m. THE EESPECTED CITIZEN. 

ThcTT is nothing new under the sun. 

Tlie ijrolon|j;od note of a hiiglD resounds in the Street of 
tht Watermelon in the sultry sttllness of early .September. 
A soldier pnusi^^ to hlow the note, and a rrsjKjnsive stir, 
a thrill of agitation, is immediately perceptible. Win- 
dows are opened, and faces grown suddenly iiale look ont; 
people gather in the doora and at the comers; the chil- 
dren uk questions. The dealer in books stands on his 
threshi^d and makes some remark to the antiquity-mer- 
obant orvr the way. The countenance of the charcoal- 
render is as nearly serious as possible, and his felt bat is 
placed firmly on his head, instead of being tilted over one 
ear, in honor of the occasion, although no public calamity 
can render his nez retr»UM»4 other than humorous and 
inconsequent Tlie rosy vegelablc-woman wipes her eyes 
furtively, waiting in her shop with st)mo gamients of a 
nondescript character over her arm. 

Tlie cats, with one aecord, have withdrawn to shelf and 
lodge, whcrtf they wash tlieir faces with vebvt paws, or 
■tan sUmiiy at a scvno which does not cuuucro them. 
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The cat is seldom in the furcmost rank of sympatlll 
curiosity with the affaire of hunijinity, aa is the faiths 
ful ilog. 

The peal of the bugle is repeated ; then the Bound *:> 
heavy wheels becomes audible; and a large van ap. 
preaches. The vehicle is neither the carroccio of vac, 
painted vermilion, drawn by bullocks decked with acar/ei 
trappings, carrying the standard of the town, accomponitii 
by the great bell, nor the car comipemorative of the Feast 
of Saint John, when a man dressed like the Baptist Btojipcd 
before a certain house for bread, wine, and confectionety 
to be lowered from a window, but a wagon to receive gifts 
for those stricken with cholera at Spczia or Naplos- 
The scene is one which the most phlegmatic spectator ffill 
scarcely forget, for the grim phantom of pestilence, id- 
vaneing from India and Egypt, seems about to strike tiie 
fair Flower City as well. 

The bugle peals ; the heavy wheels rumble ; and the most 
heterogeneous articles are showered down from the ffio- 
dowH into the van, — shawls, stockings, shoes, childram 
raiment, and copper coin to be collected by attendauU i" 
tin cups. Household stores and bedding are given belo". 
Hero the porter in the livery of a palace presents it^ 
beds and mattrcssoa in the name of his master, together 
with piles of linen from the hoards, lavender^iccntoii « 
the wealthy household. There a poor widow, thin loi 
shabby in attire, pauses on the curbstone, sobbing ^"^ 
hysterical emotion, slips the gold ring from her fin?*''' 
and adds it to the store. The pcdlcr of cheap shoes takes 
the coat from his own back, and throws it after the res'- 
The gentlemen in the vehicle uncover their heads ctw"^ 
teously, and bow their acknowledgments of these manif* 
tations of sympathy. Then the heavy wheels, preceded by 
the Boldier-herald and the attendant crowd, pass on, '^^ 
Street of the Watermelon having played its part in ^^ 
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quest o! benevolence. The inmate of the palace has given 
of his inherited abundance ; the widow has cast in her ring, 
which must soon have gone to the pawnbroker for house- 
hold bread ; the pedler will lack a coat when winter comes. 
The varied elements of the population have tasted of a 
public excitement, theatrical in demonstration, yet there 
can be no doubt of the very great kindness and charity of 
the Italiana of all classes tfl poverty and distress wher- 
ever existing. 

The quest of benevolence has passed on, but seems to 
have left a danger-signal on all faces. The widow, clasp- 
ing her thin hands to her breast with a dramatic gesture, 
gives utterance to the dread of lier neighbors ; '• Who knows 
how soon we shall need help ? " 

The incident and the circumstances bring the modem 
inmate of the window in close contact with the past^ 
There is nothing new under the stin. To read the introduc- 
tion of the " Decameron " is to have the regulations issued 
by tlie ministry of Rome to-day, and enforced by the mu- 
nicipal authorities of the different cities, in precise, sani- 
tary formula, with the addition of soup kitchens possibly, 
and the opening of aqueducts of fresh water, "Establish 
Uuzaretti outside the gates ; fumigate and suspect all stran- 
gers arriving from other places ; have a care of the absolute 
cleanliness of the town ; observe sfibriety of life. ". Thus 
reads the old " Decameron ; " and the Plague, most baleful 
of foes, swept down on the Arno bank, and slew its thou- 
sands with a breath. 

The door of the Academy of Fine Arts is open. Let us 
enter, and forget the quest of lienevoleneo. The bitter 
cold of winter has not yet penetrated the interior; and 
the old copyist whose life has been spent reproducing the 
company of the Blessed in detached groups, on little 
panels, of Fra AnKelico'a Last Judgment, at the end of 
the lar^ hall, does not need to pause in his mechanical 
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laboi-a to warm benumbed fingers at the brazier. Tlie ol 
copyist rc8embl(!B the artist we seok. The Soptomber 
wamith of mclluw tones penetrating the opposite win- 
dows Bcems to glorify the range of stately mafltei--picce8 
on the wall; the g^ilded trappings of Clontilc da FabrianikH. 
sparkle; the Madonna of Filippo Lippi smiles; the angel^^ 
of Botticelli move in the rhythmical measure of an acria 
dance ; the Mother of Sorrows, in tearless grief, holds he 
dead son in her embrace, by Pemgino, 

The >fativity of Lorenzo di Credi finds here a plnc^EH?. 
The work reveals the low tone in flesh coloring, the car^v 
ful management of draperies, the minuteness of landsc^^^ 
peculiar to the painter. The Virgin, with the usual &_3i. 
gelic attendants and the shepherds, is sweet in simplicitry, 
while the Baptist is suggestive of Bernardino Liiini, a.a3il 
the Joseph Peruginesquc in treatment. 

Lorenzo di Credi was born in 1459 in the honse of tnia 
grandfather, Oderigo di Credi, whose diary of qna-int 
items concerning the sale of oil, dealings with farmc^TS, 
and the price of household goods has been preservei in 
the Hiccardiana Library, as a specimen of tlie fifteer^-'f'- 
centnry manners. 

The father was a goldsmith by trade, and when he di «4 
the mother, Monna Lisa, placed the boy with Verroccfc^'i'i 
the sculptor, painter, and scientific draughtsman, ^•'ho 
condaeted the edacation of Leonardo da Vinci and Pt^™- 
gino as well. 

Under Verrocchio, Lorenzo di Credi went througl> " 
course of training, copying the sketches of Leonardo ^^ 
Vinci with so much patience and industry as to render '( 
difficult to discern the original desigiL Lacking JJi" 
genius and imagination of Da Vinci and the Umbri'Wl 
BoftnesB of Perugino, Lorenzo di Credi remained an eaw' 
painter, owing to his peculiar laborionsnesB of treatment 
of oil mediiun. Anxious to obtain a pure enamel of color, 
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he ground earths to powder, diatillud hia own oils, ajid 
mixed at least thirty shadea of varioiia tints on hia palette 
before using. Hia gervante were forbidden to raiae dust 
in the studio. He polished surfaces to the smoothness 
of enamel, and scarcely altered them by means of a 
thin glazing. Vasari preserved the drawiugs of Credi, 
which were made from clay models with linen wotted 
to form draperies, before Pra Bartolonmieo adopted the 
lay figure. 

Studying closely the method of Leonardo da Vinci, 
Credi painted the round picture of the Madonna sent to 
the King of Spain. He excelled in portraiture, tlie heads 
of Perugino and Verrocchio being from his brash, as well 
aa the study of Girolamo Bonivienl sometimes ascribed 
to Da Vinci. So much did hia careful work resemble the 
German and Flemish schools at timea that the picture of 
a man with block hair and a black headgear has been 
designated as Martin Luther, by Holbein, He designed a 
Saint Bartholomew in a pilaster of Or San Michete, made 
the altar of Saint Joseph in the Duomo, and the angel 
Michael, worked for the Church of the Servi at Florence, 
&nd for that of Saint Augustine at Montepulciano. He 
frequently repaired and restored pictures, — in 1501, an 
altar of Fra Angelico at San Domenico; in 1-5C8, he col- 
, ored a crucifix of Benedetto da Majano, and retouched the 
equestrian statues of Sir John Uawkswood and Nicholas of 
Tolentino in the Duomo. 

He remained, with all his painstaking zeal, cold, for- 
nal, and ineffective in art Following greater lights, he 
adopted the method and missed the subatanee. He reaem- 
' bled authors whose fastidious selt-conscioiianesa exacts 
' perfection of diction and stylo in pages which lack the 
pith of aubatantial thought, or the verse-maker, who pol- 
iahes hia lines in the belief that he is a poet. Was 
Lorenzo di Credi over-educated by Verrocchio ? Left tu 
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untrained effort, would he liave excelled ? Here is one ^^H 
the curious problems of life. ^H 

He held the moat honorable positions in his native city. 
He was ever the respected citizen. Verrocchio, his master — 
and friend, made him the executor of his will, with thi^^ 
legacy of marbles and artistic properties at Venice an(^^ 
Florence, with an interest in the completion of the '^■■"""" ^ 
statue in the former city. He was a witness to Cronaca' "^^ 
will. 

In public assemblage he was deputed to pass judgmc^r- j, 
with Penigino on the plans for the fa<;ade of the Duum^^n 
the placing of the lantern, the site for Michelangelc^z^'g 
David, or to appraise the value of the work of Rido^lTJfo 

Ghirlnndajo in the chapel of the Signoria of the Pal aa ;a) 

Vecchio, a. statue of an Apostle by Baccio Bandinelli, ICziie 
mosaic of Saint Zenobius. He retired to the convent of 
Santa Maria Novella, and died at the age of seventy yea-JW, 
leaving many unlinished worlts. 

Such is the brief record of a man whose life and assoc^ia- 
tions inspire more interest than his art 

Lorenzo di Crcdi was of b character honest, upright, Bt-^ii 
deeply imbued with the piety which made of him one* <^ 
tlie warmest adherents of Savonarola. The mclanclit'l.'^ 
expression frequently discoverable in his saints has bC" I 
ascribed to the same source as the mysterious charm •'■J 
Botticelli's Madonnas and the clinging roses. How ma^'^J 
times Lorenzo di Credi must have traversed the Street- ' 
the Watermelon, between the convent of San Marco i*-*" 
the Duomo, to hang upon the inspired words of Savo«*l 
rola! The heart of a man of such a temperament m"* 
have been harrowed by the anguish, the obloquy, and ri * 
cule which befell the followers of the preacher. In *"'J 
storm he did not flee into exile, maddened by perseeuti*: 
but remained in his native city. He had carried nil V 
drawings not savoring of the jiureat religious elements J 
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C88t on the fire of the Vanities; other sacriliGes he may 
have made to the cause ho had eapoused, yet he repreaenla 
the conservative element in the band of remarkable men 
not doomed to madness or despair by the cruel fate of 
Savonarola. Had the nature which exacted the grinding 
of the earths to powder, and the mingling of at least thirty 
colors on the palette before beginning to paint, anything 
to do witli this prudence and moderation ? 

The great genius of Fra Bartolommeo shrank, criislied, 
wcllntgb annihilated, into the monk's cell; the hand of 
the mature Botticelli drooped nerveless to the grave; 
Lorenzo di Credi, the type of a respected citizen, held his 
place, consulted on public affairs of interest, the erec- 
tion of the David on a suitable site, the value of certain 
tnosttics, the completion of the cathedral fagade. 

At this distance of time, the fury of passion calmed, 
the heat of partisan dispute over, the morbid sensitiveness 
of souls sickened by violent deeds healed, the temperance, 
patience, and industry of Lorenzo di Credi inspire pro- 
found admiration. As an artist he may have been narrow, 
Conventional, harsh, but as a man he was in advance ofu 
ills day. 
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A LEAP of paper lies on the table within the disk of 
■**■ light from a shaded lamp. On this sheet ia outlined 
the face, in profile, of an elderly man, full of character, 
passion, and a trace of visionary wildncss in the expres- 
aion. The eye ia prominent, the noso curved, brow anil 
cheek hollowed and deeply lined, the hair and beard Bort" 
long, while the curious cap on the head enhances tl** 
singularity of the whole physiognomy. Was he a ni^" 
cian dealing with Black Art, a plulosopher, a poet ? 

This ia the face of Baccio da Moutelupa 

Extinguiah the lamp, and the moonbeams slant thro^'S 
the window, inviting the inmate abroad to enjoy "^^ 
witchery of the light on the town. The lamps of ^"* 
opposite shrine sparkle. The moon that shines on ltJ>y 
ia without aeaaona. The midsummer sky may have 
beryl tinge of a crystal cloarness, gained from the sW^* 
of a recent tramontana wind, or the night of midwir*-* 
be rendered reaplendent by a mellow ray, elaewhere a^^ 
ciated with autumn warmth. 

The Street of the Watermelon is white as with a eel- ^^. 
tial radiance, and each of the five lamps of the Tal^^^^ 
nacle casts a separate, sharply defined shadow on ^ 
wall. ^^. 

The Piazza of the Duomo is paved with silver, and, "^^^ 
by one, the statues of the new facade become detach 
from snowy column, portico, and pinnacle, like the 
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figured Bainta of a viBioQ, while the campanile melts to 
soft, opalescent tints. 

The inteoae brilliaQcy wearies and paina the eye with 
the broad effulgence of unvarying splendor, aa the silence 
of the spot awes tlie spirit. The full moon slocping on 
the surface of the Mediterranean, or lending her charm to 
the midnight revelry of music, laughter, and drifting boat 
at Venice, has a different aspect. Here all is cold, grave, 
and harmonious. Shadows, weird and fantastic, play on 
the Via CalzajuoU beyond. The movement of day is over, 
and the shops closed. 

A shaft of light, vivid, ti'emulous, and occasionally 
obscured by a passing cloud, shines on the Church of Or 
San Uichele. The Shrine of Orcagua is safe in the 
gnardiansbip of all those figures in the niches. The folds 
of bronze draperies acquire a golden lustre in tho miwn- 
light; the faces express an cainestncss of mute watchful- 
ness; and the angelic heads of Luca della Robbia in the 
zncdalliona above, bathed in the radiance of upper air, 
appear to lean forth to logk down and note if the sentinels 
sleep at their post. 

Saint Iiuke holds his open hook; Christ confronts 
TThomaa; the Baptist shines in a mist of dancing beama; 
«iid Saint George grasps bis shield beneath his Gothic 
canopy. In full light stands Saint John the Evangelist, 
^ Baccio da Montelupo. 

WTiat manner of man was the magician in the odd cap i 
Oonaidered in close proximity with tlie sober and indus- 
'"trious Lorenzo di Credi, this eccentric follower of Savona- 
rola offers the moat remarkable contrast. From the lirst, 
the owner of that thoughtful and projecting brow, tho 
"beaked noae, and hollowed cheek, did not resemble his 
Jellows, and was required to work out his own salvation. 

Bartoloraraeo Sinibaldi da Montelupo was bom in 1445, 
lAod spent his early years in dissipation, ignorant and 
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indifferent to all matters of art. How did the scales fall 
from his eyes ? When did the Ideal reveal herself in the 
sanctuary of her temple to the aatouished and contrite 
Sinibaldi ? He reformed his course, abandoned pleasure, 
and set himself, in good part, to follow younjier men. 
Here was no serving in the studio of a master in boyhixKl, 
as did Fra Bartolommeo and Andrea del Sai-to, no train- 
ing with the goldsmith of Ghiberti, or Luca della Robbii 
Montelupo had to repair all deficiencies of early idleness 
as beat he could, and make up in tardy ardor for youthful 
frivolity. 

His contemporaries accorded him praise for the execu- 
tion of much good work, achieved with all the odds heavily 
against him in so cultivated a field aa the Florentine 
school. He gave himself to art with the same energy 
which had eharacterized his earlier pursuit of pleasure, 
and a later vehement partisanship of Savonarola, of whom 
he was a devoted champion. 

The path of life was full of thorns for Baccio da Monte- 
lupo, The religious zeal of such a nature was not likely 
to remain hidden, and it burst forth in a fashion at the 
moment of Savonarola's martyrdom, and burned with a 
fervor of generous indignation afterward, calculated to 
excite the animosity of all enemies of the reformer and 
his cause. Montelupo suffered persecution, mockery, and 
injury to such an extent that he was forced to flee into 
exile, as Dante had fled, leaving a wife and children in 
poverty. He went to Venice, where he sculptured the 
figure of Mars on the monument of Benedetto Pesaro, Ad- 
miral of the Republic, who died at Corfu in 1503. Pra 
Bartolommeo visited his friend at Venice, the monk dis- 
covering fresh inspiration in the coloring of the school, 
the sculptor worn in the struggle with necessity. 

Tlie strange glimpse is given us of an event in 1 
career which was worthy material for the dramatist. 
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Montelupo sought Bologiia, lodged with a canon of the 
Cathedral, and began to model the Twelve Apostles in 
rilievo. He sorely needed the money these designs would 
bring, to send to his family. 

The canon coveted the statues to present to Giovanni 
Bentivoglio, the lord of Bologna, from whom he hoped to 
obtain a government appointment for a brother. He 
offered bis tenant half of the sum demanded, and Monte- 
lupo refiised, until, harried with toil and anxiety, he fell ill 
of a fever. Then the wicked host decided to obtain the 
prize without payment, by mixing a slow poison in the 
fever draught administered to the helpless patient. 

The sculptor in bis extremity prayed to Savonarola to aid 
liim. The reformer appeared to him, having a halo around 
liis head. He bade the sick man arise and seek the house 
of a certain Camillo della Siepe, where he would recover. 

Montelupo obeyed, escaped from his persecutor and his 
^GTCT draughts, and recovered. The sculptor believed in 
"dis miraculous intervention, and used to recount the 
iiistory, in old ago. , 

He executed cnicifixes in wood for the monks of St. 
^Mark, St. Peter's Maggiore, and the Badia of Arezzo, aa 
"xpell as many ornaments for the houses of citizens. He 
■«;arved a monument for the sepulchre of the Bishop Sil- 
"^eatro de' Gigli at Lucca, which was afterward sold to a 
«tone-cutter making repairs. His son, Raffaelo, began to 
"work in elay, wax, and bronze in youtli, anri made a good 
ax;putation. 

Baccio da Montelupo died at Lucca, at the age of eighty- 
«ight years; and the town did him honor. The man 
Tather than his works interests us. 

A cloud passes over the moon, and the outline of the 
Church of Or San Michele, the square form of the origi- 
nal com market, becomes dim. 
In the rear all thi»c picturesque houses, arched passages, 
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and flights of steps leading to the Old Market, wortJjy ol 
the etcher's skill, are black, impenetrable, tortuous, in 
the winding labyrinths used for centuries. Desertion 
broods over the former teeming centre of life. The small 
Tcindows ahed no light on adjacent flying buttress, tower, 
and sculptured escutcheon. The spirit of darkness reigns 
in John of Bologna's devil, which still adorns the corner 
of tlie Vccchietti mansion. The silence is almost palpa- 
ble. No echo is audible of the fine voice of Burchielio, 
the barber, trolling forth a challenge to other wits to 
engage in warfare, from the threshold of his shop, fre- 
quented by the great men of his time. Gone are the stalls 
beneath the gabled roofs, with their tawny awnings, shel- 
tering salad, cabbages, capsicum, pomegranate, and yel- 
low mushrooms from the Apennines. The kingdom of 
beans, haricot, lupin, and lentil is wofully empty. The 
casserole of tha vendor no longer fries delicately, in bub- 
bling oil, golden pohnta, melou-flowers, livers, artichoke, 
and bits of fennel. The spit of the professional roaster no 
longer revolves with trussed fowl, larks, and thrushes be- 
fore the wide chimney of the cook-shop of four centuries, 
in a dark interior resplendent with majolica and polished 
copper. The fruit of the sea — sole, timny, sardine, 
lobster, shrimp, and sepia, with widespread tentacles — 
must be sought elsewhere than in the fish-market built by 
Cosimo I. All these have been swept away to larger 
quarters. In vain tlie modern chef would haunt the spot 
where he was wont to select turkeys and capons as plump 
aa the canons of the Cathedral, to meditate on fresh artis- 
tic combinations, — whether Timballe i^ la Medici, or a 
pasty of game, the result would be a Barmecidal ban- 
quet The Attic salt of other generations lacks savor; the 
clamor of voices is forever hushed. 

" Are men poor? 
BL'hold lliem ri^^ed, lick, lame, halt, and blind t 
Do tbej- use Bjjeefh? Aj' j slrcct terms, market-phrases.* 
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L Baccio da Monlelupo, in his odd cap, seems to flee from 

I the rahblo of his enemies in the darkness of the Ghetto. 

W The moon shines once more; and the statues in the 

I niches of the chiirch watch abont Orcagna's Tabernacle, 

I while the Liica detla Robbia angels in the upper space 

L lean forth to note if the Hcntinels sleep at their post. 




A ND Cronaca ceased from story-telling. The peracn 
•**■ ality of Cronaca poaseeaes originality and freshac^ss. 
He formed a moat characteristic element of the comnnoii- 
Trealth, yet we only obtain glimpaes of him here and then?, 
traits of warm human nature flashing into brightness aad 
Tanifihingin (he crowd again, aa his own bits of archi- 
tecture and marble work were inserted, mosaic-wiae, i^ 
the labors of other men. 

The portrait head in old Tolumes rerealB the man: ^^ 
face ia large and closely shaven, the eyes widely open©" 
and full of animation, the hair swept back carelessly, *i** 
mobile lips about to apeak, the whole physiognomy betrftJ' 
ing frankness and confidence. 

Such was the story-teller, whose vein of varied locj***" 
city was paralyzed, whose volatile brain became cloncl^^ 
^darkened by the awful shock of Savonarola's death. £»•" 
history aeems to be comprised in this summary: — ■ 

Simone del Pollajuolo, called II Cronaca, was the ^*, 
of Tommaso d'Antonio Pollajuolo, and bom on the 30ti* " 
October, 1457. In his early youth he ran away ff'^™ 
Florence, either for some boyish misdemeanor, or *ctu»**^ 
by an ardent desire to see the world for himself. ** ^ 
world meant Rome to the artist, as well aa the prince ^^, 
statesman. Cronaca, in whom a love of architecture ^_ 
already developed, so much admired the buildings of 
Eternal City that he took the measure of many edifi*'* 
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Returning to Florence, he gvgf afterward recounted the 
marvels beheld at Rome and elsewhere in his travels, and 
hJB fellow-citizens christened him "the chronicler," with 
tliat aptitude for nicknames for which they have ever been 
celebrated. 

Times are sadly changed. The modern Cronaca is 
deemed a bore, and his most innocent allusion to famous 
lands a distinct injury and offence to his stiy-at-home 
friends. It was otherwise in the old Florence. Cronaca 
was much esteemed for the accuracy of his dates and de- 
scriptions; and the citizcna listened with interest to his 
voluble speech, having no uneasy self-consciousness and 
vanity to be disturbed by his superior knowledge. 

He made the model of the cortile, and the exterior orna- 
ments with the Corinthian cornice of the Stcozzi Palace, 
begun by Benedetto da Majano. Giovanbattista Strozzi 
wrote of Cronaca : — 

i " Vivo, mille anni e miile ancora, 

f Meree di vivt miei palazzi e letups ; 

I B^la Roma, pivri I'alnut mia Flora." 

Cronaca further designed the Franciscan church of San 
Miniato, and finished the dome of cupola of the sacristy 
of Santo Spirita The appointments held by him have a 
certain quaintncss of the time. He was made master 
stone-cutter in 1489, then elected Capomaestro of the 
Duomo, with commission to have sawed the marbles left 
in tlie Opera del Duomo, and those from the house of 
Lorenzo the Magnificent, as well as to construct new 
altars and steps. As one of tlie workers in the temple 
Cronaca has this interest : In 1499 he was ordered to 
strengthen the door of tlie cathedral opposite the Street 
of the Watermelon with an additional pilaster and porch, 
. as it threatened to fall. In 1500 he repaired the vast 
pavement of the church, and constructed seats of wood, 
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and later one of the chapels of the tribnne, witli a cornice 
of yellow Siena stone. He was even required to prepare 
a map of the wooded lands in the Caaentino and the 
Roraagna owned by the Cathedral of Santa Maria del 
Fiore, designing their form and giving their reepectire 
names to rivers and mountains. 

He was present at the act ordering of Michelangelo 
twelve apostles for the Duomo, Ca.lli>d to deliberate on 
the suitable placing of the statue of David, he conducted 
it to the PiazKa Signoria, where it stood for so many cento- 
ricB. Cronaca was one of Savonarola's devoted disciples. 
When the prior attained the influence of temporal power 
which made him virtually the head of the city, and de- 
sired to construct a chamber for the Grand Council worthy 
of ruling a renovated commonwealth, Cronaca was em- 
ployed. We behold Savonarola consulting Giuliano dl 
San Gallo, Baccio d'Agnolo, and Cronaca, on the imfW- 
tant project We behold Leonardo da Vinci and Miciel- 
angelo designing their famous cartoons for the adornment 
of the walla. Wc behold Cronaca at his best striving ti 
build with the utmost despatch and to rival in magniB- 
ccnce rooms in the Roman palaces, the Tatic-an un^'t 
Pina n. and Innocent VIII., the castle at Naples, ^ 
royal reaidences of Milan, TJrbino, Venice, and PaduEU 

Cronaca adopted the cause of Savonarola with absol"** 
frenzy of enthusiasm, perhaps undermining to reaS""- 
He made a will, leaving the sum of two hundred «"'' 
thirty florins to his wife. Madonna Tita de Roaaelli, «"'' 
his children, and expressed a wish to be buried in tJi* 
Church of San Ambrogio, In the spring evening CronflO 
glances in at the Florence Window, and beckons to QS. 
Here is no grim phantom leading the way to sepulchral 
vanity but a friendly shade, linking the arm through that 
of the visitor, and imparting histories aa he guides the 
footsteps to the Piazza Signoria. 
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The Palazzo Veccliio wears a most stately aspect; ban- 
Dere float from the cornice ; and the caaemcnis of the Sala 
del Cinque-Cento are ablaze with lipht. A historical ball 
is l>eiug held in the great council -chamber, in the pres- 
ence of the sovereigns. Society is fond of assuming the 
garb of itfi ancestors, following the example of the tier- 
man court 

Florence has just enjoyed a tournament in addition. 
Tournaments have in no city a more fitting setting. That 
of tu-day may furnish a link with those of the past. 
When Leopold I., the beneficent grand-duke whose rule 
conaistt^^ of twenty-five years of reform for Tuscany, 
received Count Orloff witli (he Russian fleet at Leghorn, 
a KomiLU amphitheatre was erected on the Square of 
Suitu Crocc, having four entrances adorned with statues, 
drajierioH, and a floral buluatradc. The paf^aiit consiated 
o( the defeat of CyruB by Tomyris, Queen of the Massa- 
geta.'. The two hostile armies entered by opposite gates, 
the king on his barbed steed with hoofs of gold, supported 
bj hia two sons in Persian magnificence, and followed by 
six companies with spears, sliugs, and gilded arrows, their 
movements excited by warlike music. The queen stood 
undvr a pavilion of gold. Tlie king, dismounting, waited 
in A tent of scarlet and silver until the challenge to singlti 
oombat was given and his overthrow ensued, when the 
triumphant queen departed in a chariot drawn by four 
I with her captive lying at her feet, 
into the U^iificent n'mains ever the hero of the 
ncnt, when in the same 8(]uarc of Santa Crocc he 
I the prize of a silver helmet, surmounted by the figure 
of Hars, by his prowess as a knight, mounted on a horse 
with housings of red and white velvet wrought with jiearls. 
hU Burcoat with a shnuldor-piece embroidered in fresh 
and withered roses, a velvet cap borderod with pearls and 
feathers set with diamonds and rubies. His shield had a 
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diamond set in the centre, of the value of two thi 
dneitB, and be bore the famous device, "Le Tempn 
fSricnt," which was the watchword of the RinaissaDce, 
Both rnlera have passed away, but Florence recalls tben 
Ib ber spring festivals. 

The light is shed abroad from the cascmenl^ of the great 
mIs of the old palace. Tlie glimpses we obtain o£ the 
interior, the historical dames in damask, brocade, and 
gM embroideries of Milan, Genoa, or Lncca, the ciTt 
Um in doublelB and silken hose, the flowers, the fre«M 
llf m space of wall, resemble the oblique, illuntioatcd point* 
wv have of Cronaea's life. 

Tte moments lengthen t« hours imperceptibly; ti» 
xojMl guests return to the Pitti Palace by the covered 
pMBage connectinjr the two buildings; the wax candls 
drip in the chandeiiers; the living forou depart. Sileno^ 
the soft, impalpable htub before tlie dawn of an<kiter iiji 
ginks on' the city, like the wide sweep of wii^s. 

The friendly shade at onr side has Tauished, like ■ 
wraith (^ the ni^t Cronaca baa forever ceased froa 
Btoiy-telUng. 
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FROM THE LABOHATOBT OF A PRINCE. 



THE shop of the dealer in bria-d-hrac is open on a 
winter day. The richly blended colora of the ob- 
jects exposed for sale in the show-window — the strips of 
crimson and yellow damask, the strings of coral and 
amber beads, the Venetian glass and majolica — afford 
„ a pleasant contrast with the uniform grayness of cold 
"■ out-of-doors. 

January holds the Street of the Watermelon in an iron 

|l' grasp. The north wind sweeps down from the Fiesolc 

If heights to lie in wait with sudden, treacherous gusts in 

'i the adjacent Square of the Duomo, ever a favorite haunt 

«f Boreas; and the sun slants in a transient and pallid 

gleam, touching the surface of the houses without pen- 

■ ctratiag the frosty chambers. The sky is of a leaden 

tint ; and a few stray flakes of snow like atara fall from 

"time to time. 

The antiquity -merchant stands at his door, slowly mb- 
"bing t(^ther his benumbed fingers; and his cat pauses 
I beside him. Master and pet singularly resemble each 
other. Swift instinct of prejudice decides that if ever 
J there was a cat of a man he is the antiquarian. ITo wears 
] a heavy, shabby cloak, which must have been an heirloom 
I of warmth in his family, the collar bordered with a ycllow- 
I ish fur like the cat's tawny coat His beard and hair are 
& yellowish-gray tint, his eye sly and furtive, his emile 
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satirical even when bis manner Js the most urbaiic. 
Altogether he is feline, slianng secrete with his cat, 
and having many a lauglj with this congenial com- 
panion in the depths of the ehop over the spoiling of the 
Philistines. 

In the shop-window this morning there is a blauk bx. 
The merchant, after polishing the surface on hia sleeve, 
has just placed it beside a brass dish. The box escito 
a degree of curiosity which the majolica, the amber, and 
the ivory carvings fall to arouse. 

We quit the Florence Window and emerge on to 
street The rosy vegetable-woman holds a little aealdino. 
with her hands wrapped in her apron. The charcoalmer- 
chant, indifferent to weather, is in his shirt■8IeeTe^ as 
usual. The antiquity -dealer takes a small silver bos (rom 
one of the capacious pockets of his coat, and selects a 
copious pinch of snuff, as we approach. The cat arcliM 
his liack and waves a plumy tail in the air with an aspect 
of blandncss which plainly says, "Enter! Strictest in- 
tegrity of dealing will be found here." 

The black box in the case, what ig It T The merchii»^ 
finishes his pinch of snuff with delil)eration, reachcB * 
long arm dexterously among the swinging copper lani>''^ 
and festoons of lace, and presents the object of int«re*^ 
for closer inspection. A piece of black marble, alike t^" 
all sides, without hinge, lock, or opening of any sort, W"^ 
turn it over helplessly and without result. ^ 

The antiquity-merchant enjoys the mystification, hi-^ ^ 
usual satirical smile deepening the -wrinkles of his dr^-' 
cheeks and temples. He would serve as a model for thi£^ 
Dutch school at the moment 

The cat enjoys the mystification, and has sprung on a '^ 
carved table at the master's elbow, where the animal poises 
himself deftly and gi-acefully amid the fragile china, purr- 
ing with an interrogative note: " You believed yom-sell 
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to be cle\'er enough to open the box, did you ? Toti fan- 
citiil you were to Bulve our secrets at a glance. " 

The l^it of Mafk marble ia not a box, after all, but only 
a 8|>ei:inien of stone, a paper-weight, perbapa. 

Tlie merchant ahakea his head. It is a box, only one 
must knov how to open the lid. He reflects, and thi>n 
with skilful manipulation in his hands one side slides 
back, another discloses the joint of a third, and an open 
receptacle is uncovered, llie interior is smooth and 
empty. 

** A poison-box, — period of the Medici," the merchant 
explains. 

"Which Medici?" 
He shrugs his shoulders. 
"Kh! Cosimo L, of course." 

llie trap is artfully bait«d, and the stranger can^t 

Carino I. is the object of a rich, varied, and even terrible 

interest He was, in our estimation, a man of porjihyry. 

Sorely some trace of a whitish powder is still risible in 

the box ! Imagination is kindled. The sinister relic ts 

I purchased on the s[tot. The merchant and the cat watch 

I the departure of the purchaser with an inscrutable expres* 

I Hion. The man smooths bis yellow beard with bis hand. 

' {*ita« washes hia vhtskers with one paw, seated on the 

threnholiL Leaving the Street of the Watermelon, brav- 

ing the gust of the Piazza del Duomo, and following thn 

Via Ccrrrtani to the Via Rondinelli, Uil" fine thoroughfare 

Vl the Via Tomabaoni is (nincd. 

y A. winter crispoess and animation pervades the town. 

r ia nipped with cold and hunger; while lh4> Lirtler 

ft rich is 61led with turkeys, hams, ca^tonit, and wild 

li head from the Maremma, screed with kernels of the 

B'COOe and atfra-Jole^ sauce. Groups of tniTellers, red 

Ifaidebook in hand, gatlier about the line shops, stocked 

I jeweliy, milliPCfy, bronzes, and mudern articUt d» 
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Parii. Sealskin, sable, and sih'ery fox-fur appekr ia r 
brief season. 

Via Tomabuoni of many memories! The name is one 
of blessed association in the masculine estimation, for 
nearly every man and boy smokes cigar, pipe, or cigarette. 
Niccolft Tomabuoni, Bishop of San Sepolcro, introduced 
tobacco into Tuscany in 1560, and the fragrant weed was 
long known as Erba Tomabuoni. 

In the curve of street two points of color attract the 
eye. The lirat is the comer of the Strozzi Palace, bloom- 
ing with flowers even in the cold air, — bogonia, heath, 
snowdrop, primula, ranged beneath the Fanule of filagree 
iron-work wrought by brusque Niccolft Cuparra, who bade 
the Medici wait until earlier customers were served. The 
second is the statue of Justice on the summit of the colwmi 
in the Piazza Santa TrinltS, beyond. 

The Justice poises her scales above the town. Bow 
many associations become linked with this beautiful statu 
during a residence of even a few years in Florence! Tin 
crowd ebbs and flows along the thoroughfare, crosses tta 
Triniti Bridge, or sweeps around the corner of the Amo, 
and still Justice stands aloft judging the town. Tbe 
sunshine, whether morning ray or glowing western light, 
loves to seek the porphyry figure, and pour a flood of 
radiance on the red surface with a glory all its own. The 
tones are warm even in cloudy weather; rain polishes the 
folds of the flying mantle and the lustrous form with a fresh 
splendor. The lines of parapet of adjacent mediteval palaces 
encircle the column. On one side the ancient Borgo degli 
Apostoli wenda to the left in cool shadow of massive walls. 

Opposite is the Church of the Trinity, an edifice 
attributed to the ninth century, and modified in ibt 
sixteenth centnry, with a facade designed by Bernardo 
Buontalenti. Churches, like the human physiognomy, 
either attract or repel. The Trinity is eminentlr 
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fri^odl? ftnd interestiBg in acpeet. Above (he mftiB 
eatrmoce u the relief o€ the GoAmd. The fignie* of 
Baints OD the broaie doofs ue alwrnn diet-laden. Saint 
Alexis, in the g»ti> oi • pilgrim, oocnpiee » niefae on one 
Bi<l& These nty portab ue sag^estive of a time wfa^ 
timid Chrixtiaaa, ecMJng to bdiere that the miUenntara 
was at hand, began to cast dmrefa doors in metal, or carre 
them in wood, illnatntive of sobjeets typical of events io 
the Old Tatatatat Nan and aislca extend vithln, with 
a transept and chapels ; abore rtie main altar is the cmcifix 
that bowvd the bead to Saint John Goalberto on the height 
of San If ioiato, in token of approval for his having spared 
the murderer of hia brother, instead of slajing him. The 
miracalous vorfc, eanraa on a wooden banw, was broo^it 
from Sao Miitiato in state, borne onder a eanop; earned 
bv eight Koatora, and followed bj nobles and reli^oog 
ordera to the present location, and is oneorered on Good 
Friday. A tomalt of the Gaetphs and Ghibeliines, which 
occurred in 1357, invaded this sanctoarj, and was only 
quelled by the priest taking the pyx and wafer from the 
altar to coufnait the intraden. 

On the winter noonday the aisles are bring draped in 
black for the foneral id a foreign woman, whose wish to 
be buried in a robe of sackcloth, with the emblem of the 
crown of thoma, has been fulQlkd, while her wealth 
founds religious institutions elsewhere. 

Generations hare been bom, lived their appointed span, 
and died, while Justice has gathered the warmth of th« 
Italian sunset on her porphyry robe. Nor sboold the 
ugniticance of her fint erection be overlooked. 

The pillar from the Baths of Caraealla, or Terme of 
Antoninus, was given to the r>nke Ooaimo I. by Pope Pan) 
IV., and arriving in the month of December, 1503, was 
erected in July, ld6.5t Tlic statue;, the work of Fraocesco 
Fermcci, known aa Cooco del Tadda, was placed on Uvt 
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top as it illstinct defiance of the family of Strozzi, id i 
magnificent palace farther down the street, by the Medici, 
after the battle of Montemurlo. The triumphant Costmo 
ultimately vanquished Filippo Strozzi in the prison of the 
Fort«zza, where the brilliant gentleman died mysteriously, 
as all human obstacles in the path of the ruler bad i 
fashion of doing. 

Cosimo I. is one of the most splendid figures in th*..^^^^^ 
history of the city. His welcome to the pilgrim of *'''i^^.,jer 
lands is no less superb than that of Lorenzo the Magui^^ g 
cent. He exerted a powerful influence on the embelliarz^/,, 
ment of the capital, acting on the Italian axiom of t^lH^j^ 
tifteenth century that five qualiticationa were essential tg 

the founding of colonies and towns, — a healthy air, a a-' ^j 
and climate attractive to influence the settlement of stx^^u- 
gers, a strong defensive position, an abundance of "^Kin 
comforts of life, especially water, and vicinity to the seet 
or a river. 

After his reign more than ever the praise of the p»<iet 
was verified: — i 

■* Of all the fairest rities of the earth. 

None IB to fair as Florence. 'T is a gem 
Of purest rar ; and whnt a light broke forih 
When it emerged from darkness! Search within. 
Without, all is enchao Intent. 'Tis the past 
Contt^nding with the present." 

If Lorenzo the Mapnificent was the Carrara marbls "" 
humanity, with many blemishes, and even on occasion&l 
serious flaw, yet mellow and refined in tone, capable "* 
assuming the form and polish of many subtle phases ^ 
beauty. Cosimo was a man of porphyry, a coarser gr*'" 
of cruelty and brutality in his nature, colculated to tu*^ 
the edge of all tools of filial love, blunted and repulse*^ 
by the cold hardness of a terrible personality. 

Cosimo I. was the son of Giovaimi delle Bande Nere ai>" 
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Maria Salviati, and was born in 1.519, Ho was the vigorous 
bmncb of a vigorous st-ock. Caterina Sforza, the courageous 
and impetuous Madonna of Imola, who is the type of the 
Italian woman of her time, loving passionately, and hat- 
ing with equal intensity, intrepid, and full of quick-witted 
resource in moments of danger, widow of two husbands, 
— Count Girolamo della Rovcre and Giacomo Feo, both 
murdered by her subjects of Forli and Imola, — had married 
Giovanni de' Medici. The third husband died in a few 
months. Caterina gave birth to Giovanni delle Bande 
Nere, the moat famous soldier of his time. The latter 
married Maria Halviati, and Cosimo I. wus the child of 
this union. Giovanni delle Bande Nere, wounded in the 
Trar of Lombardy, died on the banks of the Adda. 

If Maria Salviati has not been accorded a conspicuous 
place in history, it was not for lack of maternal ambition 
or policy. Left a widow, she hastened to Rome with 
her son, to seek the protection of the Pope Clement VII. 
Returning to Florence and fearing all enemies, she next 
withdrew to Venice, where her boy was much caressed 
by the I*oge, the Gondi, Tiepoli, and the Strozzi, then 
in exile. 

The Medici nilo had fallen into feeble hands. The 
first aim of Cosimo and his mother must have been to 
grasp the power, and restore the ancient vigor of the race, 
the honor of the shield having been so sadly tarnished by 
the supremacy of the iilegitiinate branches. The way was 
already prepared. From the Magnificent the line of 
rulers. — Fiero, Giuliano, Giovanni, and Lorenzo — cul- 
minated in Alessandro, who was assassinated by his 
cousin, Lorenzino. Duk£ Alexander, called the Miwr 
from his dark complexion, had even destroyed Iho Cam- 
pana, the groat bell of Florentine freedom, which weighed 
twenty-two tbouBtuid pounds, and had much silver in the 
compound. 
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Coeimo L was declared his Buccpssor, through the infl* ^^ 
encp of Cardinal Cibo; and the choice »-as confirmed bf 
the Emperor Charles V. He further obtained the rictorr 
over the Florentines in the battle of Montemurla Emu- ^ 
loxiB of the glory of his anccBtors. Cwsinio soti^fat to make^^ 
himself the centre of art as well as power. He asserted^^ 
his claim to Florence as the eon of John of the ITInrlr^j' 
Band. The commonwealth, weakened by war, siege, an^. j 

famine, and the oppression of Duke Alessandro, 'rri'TTi i 

slight resistance. Cosimo was eighteen years of age. 

Benvenuto Cellini's comment on the accession w^u 
eminently characteristic : " When I heard this, I laughed 
and said : These men of Florence hare set a young man 
on a splendid horse; they hare given him spurs, and put 
a bridle in bis hand, and turned him into a beautifnl Geld 
full of fiowera and fruits and many delights, with strict 
orders not to pass certain bounds. Now, tell me. when he 
takes a fancy to ride over tliera. who can restrain him ? 
Who shall give laws to him who can make them ? " 

Cosimo married Eleanorc of Toledo, daughter of Dea 
Pedro, Viceroy of Naples. The fair Elcanore, familiar in 
the stiff brocade and pearls of Bronzino's portraiture, 
seems to muse on her own melancholy fate and that of 
her children. Don Pedro, worthy father-in-law, found 
sepulchre in one of those tombs above the Cathedral door, 
possibly weary of the pomps and vanities of the world as 
embodied in his own sphere. The man of porphyry was a 
prince, but ever a merchant prince. 

He inherited a love of mercantile pursuits, and held 
commercial relations with England, Spain. Antwerp, and 
Augsburg. He manifested interest in mining operatituis. 
He built the citadel at Siena, the harbor and defences of - 
Porto Fcrraio, San Martino in Mugello, fortified cities and -i 
coast lines, and opened the free port of Leghorn. He .*■ 
stimulated all labors, — the fabrication of cloth-of-gold^ .^ 
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the Sieiliaa craft of working in coral at Pisa, and the 
manufacture of Venetian mirrors and vaBes, having lured 
eooie Murano workmen to Florence. He attempted to 
equal the perfection of Chinese porcelain, while working 
in pietra-dura was introduced by a young Frenchman from 
Rome, in 1568. He respected literature and art, honor- 
ing the historians, Varchi, Adriani, and the elder Am- 
mirato, as well as Michelangelo, Cellini, Vasari, and 
Giovanni da Bologna, The porphyry was not Carrara 
marble. The intuitive artistic taste of Lorenzo the 
3fagnilicent, which led to personal criticism in the school 
cf the garden of St, Mark, was lacking in Coairao, who 
^nnitt«d Baccio Bandinelli to gain his ear, to the exclu- 
sion of greater artists. Michelangelo was thwarted by 
this influence, while Tribolcl, who, in the first promise of 
talent, was to have executed the etatuea of Heaven and 
Earth in the Medici Chapel, was allowed to remain on the 
level of mere stucco ornamentation and arranging state 
festivals, such as the bridal entry of Eleanore of Toledo 
into the city, or the baptism of the heir and eldest son, 
Francesco, in the Baptistery, when the duke and duchess 
went in procession, and Don Giovanni, the imperial 
minister, held the infant at the font, in the name of 
Charles V. 

Cosimo founded the Florence academies of painting and 
of literature. He planted the Botanical Garden, reputed 
to be the oldest in Europe, in the rear of the monastery of 
St. Hark, in order to prevent the nuns of the neighboring 
convent from being disturbed at their prayers by the holi- 
day games of ball. He repaired and completed the Lau- 
rcntian Library, bought the collection of Cardinal Carpi, 
had manuscripts rebound, and the works of Tuscan abbeys 
and convents added. To him are owing the Trinity 
Bridge, the Villa of Petraja, the Boboli Gardens, much of 
the Pitti Palace, the Uflizi, and the state apartments of 
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the Palazzo Vecchio, still known aa those of the duchc-39. 
He built the Mercato Nuovo, where the bronze boar by 
Tacca, the pupil of Giovanni da Bologna, still mounts 
guai-d over the gushing fountain, and the fish-market, 
with the Ionic columns and medallions of dolphins. 

He made stringent game laws, and had vast paiks en- 
closed for the preservation of deer, goats, &tag8, hare, 
quail, pheasant, hoatlicock, and pigeons, while his miser- 
able subjects looked on at the sport of the nobles clad in 
graceful costumes of the chase. Beasts of the desert were 
actually hunted in Tuscan woods, — wolves, bears, 1 
creatures of the cat tribe. 

In the Church of St Hubert, "Serhumido," near thee 
Porta Romano, the stole of the patron of sportsmen wn^^»-S 
believed to have imparted magical properties to a certaiDKi::^ 

nail on which it hung, and tliis nail, preserved in a hunt ;i- 

ing-horn, could prevent hydrophobia or accidents. One^^-e 
is reminded of the blessing of the chase for the Frenchr^Ti 
hunters of the (lobelin tapestries. 

Cosimo I. was estimated as a robust, haughty, and finf ^" 
man of few words, endowed with patience, extreme cau^can- 
tion, deep dissimulation, sagacity, resolution, and rigoir^-r. 
He died of paralysis at the age of fifty-five years, 
laid in state in the grand-ducal robes, and interred ic J 
the mausoleum of San Lorenzo. 

Historians find no more sombre page in the Medicear- 
annals than that of the strong man with the auburn bearcE*-^' 
yet the dissertations may readily become morbid, terriblt^-"^ 
and even false. 

The dark blemishes on this surface prosperity were th*^*""* 
death of his sons and his wife, of fever contracted durin^^ •rwi'ff 
the autuum journey along the Maremma, under suspicion ^^-*^'' 
of poison, and his failure to defend Piero Camesecchii ^f" 
the Florentine gentleman, and adhei'cnt of the Medici. S^ ''' 
from having the cloak of the Inquisition, the Sambenito^^^ 
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paiutfid with flames and devils, thrown over him, by order 
of the Pope. Even the romances of his life lack the poeti- 
cal elements of more chivalrous natures, — the attachment 
to the beautiful Elcanora degli Albizi, or tlie meeting 
M-ith Camilla Martelli in crossing the un6nished gallery 
of the Ponte Vecchio, which resulted in the marriage of 
the dowerlcBB maiden, by advice of the Pontiff. 

The chief interest inspired by Duke Cosimo in (he miud 
of the resident of the Street of the Watermelon is another 
phase of his character. Did he practise alchemy in the 
depths of the palace, mysterioiis rites which should result 
in the discovery of the philosopher's stone ? From the 
laboratory of a prince the Justice of the Piazza Santa 
Trinity emanated. 

Leaving the spot and seeking the Lung' Amo, we turn 
-to the left, pass the Jeweller's Bridge, gain the arches of 
the Uffizi, and enter the door. 

Ascending the steep ffighta of steps, the por])liyry modal- 
lions of Francesco del Tadda are noticeable in the vesti- 
"fcnle. At the end of the long corridor is the small cabinet, 
-with the vault supported on columns of verde-antique and 
Alabaster. In the centre ia placed the table representing 
the port of Leghorn, with ships afloat on a sea of Persian 
lapis-lazuli, even to the galleys of the order of Saint 
Stephen, dragging along Turkish captives. The i)Iace is 
"the shrine of the splendor of the Medici. Those vases of 
Oriental sardonyx, red and flowered Sicilian jasper, carne- 
lian, and amethyst, were made for Lorenzo tlie Magnifi- 
cent That casket of rock-crystal, lined with silver, 
fashioned by Valerio Vincentino, aided by his daughter, 
■with the tiny scenes of the Nativity, the Presentation in 
■the Temple, the Flagellation and Passion, set in channelled 
columns, with the exquisite enamelled cornice, attributed 
to Cellini, was a wedding gift of Catherine de' Medici. 
I Hie caaes ooataia artioles intended to decorate the altar 
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of the Mcdiccau mauaoletun of San Lorenzo and the reli- 
quary constructed by Michelangelo. The ciborimn of 
Buootaleuti is a not less suggestive ruin of coIunmB of 
Sicnuese agate, Bohemian verde, rock-cryetal set witli 
garuets, topaz, turquoise, pearls, rubies, and brilliant^, 
and statuettes of the Apostles, of silver-gilt, aUliastei^i 
agate, and chalcedony. Yonder urns and vases were ese». 
cuted by the order of Clement Vll. The curious portr&il 
of Coeirao II., with the perspective of a ma^ificent room^ 
the Itgure raised, with the head, hands, and legs, as well 
as the lining and ermine of the mantle of Volterra jasper, 
the liair of Egyptian dints, the dress of gold, enamel, ^ i 
chalcedony, and red jasper, sprinkled with three hundre<^^^ 
diamonds, still surprises by its richness, 

Cosimo L takes precedence here In his own massif'* — rre 
personality. The column of crystal commemorates th-^KUQ 
destruction of the Sienneso Republic. Tlie jewelled p' — ^. 

ture of the Piazza Signoria, in pietra-dura and gold, tl -ip 

■work of Maestro Giorgio Gaffuri of Milan, with a sky - of 
lapis-lazuli, jasper, and heliotrope for the houses aizi^:! 
pavement, arches of the palace of rock-crjstal, has tK_ ne 
etatue of Cosimo in its place (erected after his deattnai), 
the David, Hercules, and Marzocco of gold. 

The excjuisite shapes of crystal emanated from the lal^n >o- 
'ratory and studios of a prince. Cups of aijua-marii "''i 
vases of emerald, masks of turquoise with diamond ey^^'«, 
beakers with enamelled handles, belong to his reign. 

Behind this lu\ury of beautiful design in fragile fo^^3™ 

is the still more characteristic phase of hewing a -'"' 

polishing rock masses. The red and gray tints of t^^"* 
granit« of obelisks, the golden mellowness of ulabast^^*''! 
the black stone of Greece and Egypt known as paragorr^^**'' 
the green and yellow serpentine, did not escape the ^^*J' 
of the merchant prince any more than his contempornri^^*'' 
the Roman pontifi's and the rulers of rival Italian Stal^^*" 
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Ccuimo I. sought further. He found the fragmcnta of 
porphyry to make the basin of the fountain of the Boboli 
Gardens. Porphyry finds a medifeval asBociation in the 
mind with the flowing waters, artificial grottos, and ilex 
walks bordered with statues, of stately gardens. 

The method of cutting the hard surface had been Inst or 
abandoned as too difficult since the classical age. There 
was a theory, derived from the Egyptians, that the red 
atone, mottled with white spots, was more tender at the 
date of excavation from the quarry, and became hard on 
exposure to the sun, rain, and ice, as the columns, statues, 
fountains, and masses of building took form. The temple 
of Bacchus outside of Rome, the sepulchre of Saint 
Constanza, daughter of the Emperor Conatantine, adorned 
with groups of children, holding fruit and garlands, 
tombs, sarcophagi, — didCosimo I. dream of equalling the 
excellence of these works? Had the statue in the Far- 
nese Palace at Rome or the wolf of the courtyai-d aroused 
his admiration ? 

That remarkable man, Leo Battista Albert!, accom- 
plished in every branch of science, art, and literature, who 
designed for his friend, Cosimo Ruccellai, the facade of 
&e Church of Santa Maria Novella, the Ruccellai Palace 
in the Via Vigna Nuova, with the opposite logrjia, as well 
as the chapel representing the sepulchre at Jeniaalcm 
in the Church of San Pancrazio, had been interested, 
as an architect, to the working afresh of porphyry. To 
wield a saw of copper without teeth between two workmen 
with emery powder and water, or to invent a system of 
wheels for use where the chisel was ineffectual, resulted 
in a threshold of a doorway, and eighteen antique letters. 
Alberti abandoned the task. 

When Ascanio Colonna gave an antique tazza of por- 
phyry to the Pope Julius ill,, and Michelangelo was i-e- 
queeted to mend it, he gave up the work as fruitless. 
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Not 80 Duke Cosimo I. In his laboratory of a prince 
certain herbs were boiled ia water, and the steel tempered 
in tlie liquid to the requisite durability to cut porithjTy. 
What other distillationa may not have taken place in the 
laboratory of a ruler who has been named a second 
Tiberius ? 

And Francesco del Tadda ? He is one of the most re- 
mote and faint scintillations of the star rays shed abroad 
on his path by Savonarola. The details of his career are 
meagre, perhaps inaccurate, and yet they have a flavor of 
the age. We ha^-e ample scope for meditation in his 
story. 

He belonged to the Fermcci family, of which Francesco 
da Siena was one member, and Andrea di Piero Fermcci, 
architect and sculptor, another. The latter went to \a- 
ples in the employ of Don Ferrante, after whose death he 
returned to Tuscany, He sculptured the Ancona of the 
high altar in the Cathedral of Fiesole and the half figure 
of Marsilio Ficino in the Florence Duomn, and began 
the monument of Antonio Strozzi in Santa Maria Novella, 
completed by his scholars. 

Francesco di Giovanni, called Cecco del Tadda, was 
taught by Cosimo I. to temper tools with the juice of 
plants, to cut porphyry, as harder than other substances 
except gems, — flint, agate, onyx, and jasper. Such is 
the simple record. Tlie results of his toil were several 
busts of the Medici, a sarcophagus mounted on a bronze 
pedestal, and the statue of Justice on the column in the 
Piazza Santa Trinity. 

Cecco del Tadda worked in the Duomo with his brother- 
in-law. The two sculptors, full of lively intelligence, 
discussed the topics of their time as they labored, tho 
elder doubtless inspired with disapproval of the rash im- 
pulsiveness of youth. In the church where Savonarola 
had preached they spoke much of the monk of St. Mark. 
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The brother-in-law was a bitter adversary, while the 
YOung Cccco warmly defended the memory of the re- 
former. It IB almost the sole revelation of character we 
have of him, apart from the admirable industry that shaped 
the porphyry, — a fervent and possibly illogical advocacy 
of the dead, on the part of a young workman of another 
generation. He may have been brought under the influ- 
ence of Savonarola's followers,— the Piagnoni and the chil- 
dren who carried the Christ Child in the procession of 
Palm Sunday, — and the more readily resented the scoiliug 
comments of the brother-in-law in the temple where 
Savonarola's voice had died to silence. The circumstances 
of this advocacy recurred to the sculptor in after-life, in 
the fashion of an age largely influenced by dreams, por- 
tents, and miracles. 

Francesco del Tadda wns swept away by the tide that 
carried so many artists to Rome. He took service under 
the Pope Clement VII., as a bombardier, and endured 
the horrors of the siege. He was smitten with the 
plague, and carried in a cart to a lazzaretto near St 
John Lateran. On the way two Dominican friars met 
him. Aroused by their approach, and inspired with 
a sense of awe, the sick man fell on his knees in the 
cart. One of the Dominicans took an ointment from 
his wallet and made the sign of the cross on the fore- 
head of the plague-stricken patient, saying in a clear 
voice, "This I do, because you have had faith in Fra 
Girolama" 

The monk vanished ; the malady was instantly healed ; 
and the artist always believed that Savonarola had ap- 
peared to him in person, for his defence of the reformer's 
memory in the Florence Duomo in his youth. 

The secret of working in porphyry was transmitted to 
his' son, Romulus, and through the latter to his eon, 
Pompeo, who worked in Rome under Paul V. Another 
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mcmlier of the family, Andrea, made some statnes in 
Bobuli Gardens during the reign of Cosimo LI. 

The secret of cutting porphyry by means of the tc^^ 
tempered in the laboratory of a prince ranks nitli th 
guarding in the fumily of the Delia Robbia enamel, and 
the glass-makitig of the Venetian Islands. 

Emerging from the UfBzi, the equestrian statue of Ci>- 
simu I. confronts us in the Piazza Signoria. fie has tlie as- 
pect of a conqueror, and ridea his horse gracefully. When 
Giovanni da Bologna lowered the scaffolding about the caa- 
pleted work, he was wise enough to conceal himself beliiiid 
the partition, and listen to the comments of the specUton. 
A peasant remarked that the forelegs of the horse lacked 
the callosities on the inner side. Gian da Bolc^na raised 
the partitiun again, and cleverly added the requisite roa^ 
uessea in the parts indicated by the rustic critia 

Cosimo I. is seen at his best, seated on his chargo* t& 
the square. He is the ruler of the city, the collector d 
statues, hooka, rock-crystal, and the patron of por^diyr;- 
cuttii^. 

Following the Amo bank once more back to the Vi» 
Tomabuoni, the clouds have parted, and ti-onsient aim- 
shine glows on Justice on her granite column. 

The crowd ebbs and flows below; brilliant equipage* 
sweep along in the afternoon drive to the Cascine; the 
(lower-venders are abn>ad. The latest scion of the raw 
of Strozzi emerges from the gateway of the palace, and 
possibly there is some descendant of the Medici in the 
group of young men gathei-ed about the Nobles' Club. 

The statue of Justice remains as the work of FranceBCO 
del Tadda. Without religious sentiment in composition, 
and the caprice of a prince in defying a rival in a first 
erection, the sunshine of the passing years glorifies flie 
memory of the obscure artist. Justice holds no similu 
written scroll, yet resembles in this respect the statue of 
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Jobn in the Strasbor^ Cathedral on which Sabiaa 
von Steimbach worited. "The grace of God be with thee, 
Sabina, whose hands from this hard atoue have fash- 
ioned my image ! " 

There is another curiouB a^ociation with the statue of 
Justice in the Piazza Santa Triniti. The story still 
circulates in the sphere of poor servants of how years ago 
a valuable ornament of pearls disappeared from a palace 
of the vicinity, and a valet taxed with the theft was cast 
into prison, while protesting his innocence. In Florence, 
as elsewhere, no crime of the king's highway was more 
severely dealt with than the command: "Thou shalt not 
steal." The pet magpie of the household, a true Gazza 
ladra, passed unnoticed ; and the servant pined in prison 
until such time as workmen, ascending the coluum of 
Justice to make some needful repairs, discovered the stolen 
jewels hidden at her feet The bird had seized the glit- 
tering hawble, and flown across to the lofty perch to con- 
ceal it. 

On the right the door of the Vieusseux Library is ever 
open to the student, the politician, the mere loiterer de- 
sirous of amusing an idle hour. Of these all may lose 
themselves in the minds of other men, like Charles Lamb, 
or enter a youth and emerge a citizen of the world, as 
Leopardi in boyhood haunted the library of his father in 
his native town of Rccanati. 

Night falls as we retrace our steps to the Shrine of the 
Five Lamps. The sunset has faded, and clouds again ob- 
scure the sky. A cold wind sweeps down from Fiesole 
through the streets of the town. 

The black box has been placed on a bracket. We take 
it down and seek to open it, mindful of the merchant's 
ioBtrucfions. In vain! The box presents a smooth sur- 
face that balTleB every effort. We restore it to the bracket, 
Texed and myatiSed. After all, it is better closed. 
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Perhaps the box is not old, but made by some modem 
marble-cutter. Perhaps Duke Cosiino I. waa not as 
wicked as his cuomics would fain brand him to posterity. 
The door of the antiquity shop is locked, but surely the 
master and his cat are chuckling together within. 
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CHAPTER XV. 



THE BRONZE BOAR. 



A FTER the living Florence cat, richly furred and 
•^ *■ purring with drowsy affability in every ehop-door, 
the moat genial welcome accorded to the stranger Ib that 
of the bronze Boar of the Mercato Nuovo. 

11 Poreelllno (The Little Pig) is altogether a friendly 
beast Generations of children have stood on tiptoe to 
drink eagerly of the pure stream of water flowing from his 
dripping jaws. Generations of citizens and country people 
alilto have found in this fountain a familiar and favorite 
rendezvous of a lifetime; hence, no doubt, the caressing 
diminutive of the town name, 11 Poreelllno. 

The surroundings and associations of the Boar are al- 
ways picturesque. Approach the spot in the tender twi- 
light, and the crowding roofs, the narrow and irregular 
streets branching off to the left, and the animal rising on 
the pedestal as if about to trot away from the place for 
the night, have the neutral tones and delicate lines of an 
etching. 

Traverse tho Via Porta Rossa from the wide thorough- 
fare, the Via Tornabuoni, in tho night, skirting the Loggia 
of the Mercato Nuovo, and tho Boar may be discovered 
crouching hack in the heavy shadows of the arches, his 
Bmooth flank glistening in the starlight, when tho scene 
resembles a photograph. 

Day glorifies the Boar with a wealth of color, as the 
Ude of varied humanity ebbs and flows about tho statua 
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r Ustially a bustling crowd pcnadca the loggia daring tlie 

hours of noonday. Now the arches are hung with knift<d 
OMvoven woollen shawls, pale blue, white, vermilion, and ^ 
striped stockings; and the populace chaffers over prices ^^^ 

in the possible purchase of these luxuries. Now the mar- ^. 

ket of straw is held here, — golden bundles cut in lengths, ,_^^. 
and whole sheaves piled up on all sides, — with the ruddj^^^j- 
country folk standing in groups, their cloaks and coals ocz» of 
many seasons faded to yellowish-green and rueset tint^t:^(, 
and the women and girls plaiting long strips, their Rngea- ^^^ 
moving with the mechanical rapidity of knitting, as th^.«7ef 
hover about in the crowd. A few loose straws float in tl»'-g f,p 
basin of water at the feet of the Boar, and some cliildr* — a^n 
launch a fleet of wild poppies aa boats, while their senic:^».oi« 
discuss the price of grain. 

The Flower City of late years, by a happy inspiraticz^Mon, 
has elected to hold a weekly sale of sweet or rare plavr— ats 
L in the loggia. Where could a more beautiful setting be 

I found f<ir a flower-show in any capital ? Our Boar is t^^siii- 

I bedded in bloom, and the simahine strikes sparks of l^Bus- 

trous gold from the bronze head and shoulders. His aspiz^Ject 
is full of benevolence. If ho is kin to the wild bc:=n»8« 
hunted in the Maremma hy king or courtier, his tusks - do 
not savagely wound assailants. The contadini may rec^^Og- 
nizc in him a cousin to the lean black pigs, acom-^^^^'t 
driven down the Casentino from the Apennines, wl ^p™ 
the shepherds and the mountaineers make the hnnr'^l'Ie 
utensils out of pine and beech wood, — the ladles, Iw***'^ 
broom-handles, pepper-boxes, and sieves that go forth cZ^^T 
all Italy, Germany, and the Orient in emulation of ™ 
French industry of the Vosges. 

In Jfarch weather the columns of the loggia are hea-V™ 
with pink hyacinths, daffodils, and carnations, start"'"^ 
silvery-gray tendrils of leaves. 
Another morning the branches of white lilies of waXM 
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perfection of cup and hue, imitated in silver-work on 
ehurcb altara, and carried by Carlo Dolci's angel of the 
Annunziation in the picture of the Pitti Gallery, load the 
air with a sickly sweetncaa of heavy perfume. Again, 
the anemoneB, crocus, primrose, and violet hold a luxu- 
riant riot of possession of the historical loggia, or the 
homely lilac makes a bower of soft, snowy bloom. 

The loiterers who frequent the Moreato on such occa- 
sions, lured hither by tho flowers, like the houey-seeking 
bees and wasps, have a certain interest to the speculative 
and philosophical mind, if man's noblest study be truly 
mankind. The crowd meets to greet and gaze at one an- 
other. A rubicund old English gentleman chooses a sprig 
of heliotrope for his button-hole, without deep political 
signi&cance of appertaining to any league, but to forget 
his gout in the exquisite fragrance of the blossom. Tho 
mature American, with no less doleful reminders of the 
inexorable summer duty before him of seeking Vichy or 
Carlfibad, briskly bargains for a bunch of richest clove- 
scented pinks, and is a boy again in his grandmother's 
garden while smelling luxuriously tho cluster in his hand. 
He feels himself to bo a second Columbus in discovering 
(he identical pink on the Arno bank. Tlie German savant 
beams on all the world through his gold-rimmed sjKictacIes 
as he buries his broad countenance in a huge bouquet of 
rosebuds and camellias. Why does that lady blanch 
deadly pale, and thrust aside a mass of jonquils, as if 
fte scent stifled her ? Ah, tlie endless chain of memories 
clinging to fragile flowers! Family emblems, the favor- 
itCB of those long dead, pleasure in certain distinctive 
colors, the reminder of some anniversary of rare joy and 
good-fortune, — all these emotions may be tasted in tho 
flower-market of Florence, sentiments as complicated and 
mysterious as the diverse characters of the plants, hero 
a leaf bathed in dew, shrinking from rude contact with 
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currents of air and cbajiges of Beasott, there a jevcllM 
chalice from tropical forests artfully baited to entrap and 
devour insects. 

Here as readily as in other towns the public may be 
accepted botonically. In the flower-market humanity, 
rigorous, sound, and wholesome, is discoverable, together 
with many a prickly cactus-growth, — "the Carlyles of 
vegetation," — the odd, capricious orchids, and the cu6ido- 
politan hybrids of gardening civilization, sprays, plumes, 
myriads of blossoms like butterflies, having a fancifoV 
loveliness, airiness, and originality. 

The humau nettle abounds. "Though you stroke th** 
nettle ever bo kindly, yet will it sting you," says the prof^"^ 
erb. Boileau affirmed that people are born spitefuL-^ 
Other human flowers have bloomed and faded here in pa«^^ 
centuries. 

In 1490 the spot was enclosed in a scaffolding, and hon ^^ 
with superb arras by the wise old citizen, Cosimo, tc^^ 
entertain Galeazzo Sforza of Milan, who, at the age o:^J"" 
fifteen years, was travelling to neighboring Italian duchies-—* 
as the Czarewitch now visits Constantinople and Indi o ^ ^ 
or the Prince of Naples tlie Crimea and St, Pctcrsburg-'^S' 
Wise old Cosimo de' Medici, a very affable host, Mila:^^Bi 
being always feared by Florence in all political machinth ^' 
tiona, allowed his grandson, Lorenzo, to do the honors U " 
the guest in this day-ball, where sixty young Florentines^^ 
danced a ballata, with beautiful girls. Frequent change^^ 
of costume occurred among the participants to vary th^K-e 
graceful entertainment. 

^Vhat a picture the item of history suggests ! The elde^r^ 
looked on, — Cosimo, Pater Patrice, noting the eleganc^e 
of the young Lorenzo without an intuition, possibly, «»/ 
the consummate abilities, as yet undeveloped, of the Mag- 
nificent of his race- Pope Pius II., also the guest of lbs 
Flower City, the pontiff of rehned and epicurean taster 
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i)S Bmiling landscapes, and a daily faro of phoaaiints, 
partridges, boar, or succulent piSt4», evinced gentle ap- 
proval ot juTenile gayety. The Pope, receivt'd with suitable 
honors, had entered the town, not riding on a mule, but 
bume ill a brocaded litter to his lodging in the convent of 
i^aiita Maria Novella by four great lords sojoiirning in 

II Floreuoe, — Sismondo di Malatesta, Seigneur of Rimini, 

„ tbe rulers of Forli and Faenza, and another. Galeazzo re- 
cciveil, as gifts, silver basins engraved with the arms of 

|i the Florentine commonwealth, goblets, ewers, and comfit- 

II stands. 

! Twelve years later Galeazzo again visited Florence, 
■wiion recently married to Bona of Savoy, on the occasion 
of those religious pageants in which the Church of Santo 
Spirito was burned to the foundations. Many other flower 
uliowg have been held hero in the history of the town, and 

I Time has ruthlessly mown down the blossoms. What are 
tbe dancers and the lenient elders now save withered 
Imtcs scattered on the wind, the robes of velvet and satin 
shrunken and limp, the gilded and jewelled crowns tar- 
DEsh«d, broken, forgotten ? 

And our friendly bronze Boar ? Pictro Tacca fashioned 
him presumably from the model of the antique Iwar in the 
Tcstibule of the UHizi; and in the later days of Medicean 
glory H Porcellino waa placed on his pedestal of fountain 
and adopted by the city. 

Grateful posterity, on whom he conferred so much tran- 
qail enjoyment in tJiia single work, might wish to know 
more of tJio sculptor. What manner of man was Pietro 
Tacca ? Detaila of hia career are meagre. Vaauri men- 
tions him as Pietro Tacca, of Carrara, fellow-pupil of 
John of Bologna, with the Flemish Pietro Francavilla, 
designed the statues of the Seaaons on the Trinity 
Other labors of Pietro Tacca were the raonnmcnt 
Ferdinand dc' Medici at Leghorn, and casting the 
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broaze equestrian statue of the same prince in ike Piazza 
of the Aiinunziata uf Florence. 

We have another glimpse of Pietro Tacca, full of pathos, 
and not devoid of a touch of humor, Cinelli states that 
when Ravenna gave Dante burial, the Archbishop had s 
cast made of the poet's head in the sepulehre which subse- 
quently came into the possession of John of Bologna, who 
bequeathed it to Tacca. The latter showed the treasure 
to the Duchess Sforza, and the noble dame stole the cast, 
carrying it off wrapped in a scarf of green cloth. Taca 
was much grieved by the loss. 

Such are the glimpses of character, good and bad, the 
odd tJireads to be disentangled from the silken skein of ~= 
life in the Flower City, —the great lady unscrupulouelr — - 
laying hands on a coveted new toy, and the poor artist:^^ 
left aghaet and bereft of his inherited it-Iic. 

On the 20th of November, a ray of sunshine penetratf^^s 
the Street of the Watermelon, and slanting through tb^^w 
window, rests on the Boar in bronze placed on a littl ^i 
car^-ed bracket. 

The antiquarian of the shop yonder is the magician wl^ -o 
holds the neighborhood in the meshes of his web. OnB^ y 
the other day the Boar, purporting to be an antique bronzi^^ 
three inches in length, sat among the festoons of lace, tki^e 
'ivory carvings, and enamels of his casement. 

Now the animal beholds himself reflected in a mirr^or 
on all sides, as it were. He is down on the writing-dc«"*<, 
chipped out of green Prato marble, in guise of papc^-r- 
weight, and he is carved in Volterra alabaster on the 1 id 
of a casket in the comer. 

The ray of brilliant autumn sunshine floating in tlw 
barred easement is a reminder that it is the birthday ot 
the Queen Marghcrita. To ramble abroad is to find ban- 
ners fluttering in the cool breeze, a hint of frosty crispneas 
in the morning air, and all the fountains of the city 
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Hpoattng in silvery Bprays, glittering shafts, and revolviug 
(sns and wheels, spritikliiig the greea sward of parks and 
terraces. A fountain playing in the sunshine reminds 
! of the Queen of Italy. 

If we leave the Street of the Watermelon, pass the 
Cathednil, wallc along the Via CalzajuoH to the Via Porta 
, at tlie angle of the Piazza Signoria, and by this 
■ way gain the Mercato Nuovo, we find the bronze 
r enthroned among the flowers. 
lie hffffia is filled with chrysanthemums. The central 
■pace is a true Temple of the Sun, in amber hues, lovely 
Japanese blooms, downy saffron, and anemone, of perfect 
form, straw tints, mandarin and nankeen yellows, lemon, 
pole gold, varying from tiny buttons to great balls. 
Lnstroua brown crowns, pyramids of copper-color with 
broad petals, orange-tipped, and wreaths of dark crimson 
flmrers frame the Boar with a marvellous richness of 
effect on the November day. 

The white marguerite amid fine green leaves flanks 
the eneloBure, lending a significance to the occasion. 
Every customer of the market carries or should sport a 
■mall bouquet of daisies on the 20th of November. The 
xympathetic little flower may always bo accepted as the 
Mtrologer of lovers, or he accorded wholly to royalty by 
the sojourner in the land, the petals plucked off in medi- 
tation as swift as the passage of a sunbeam athwart the 
loggia, filled with the blended tones of the chrysanthe- 
mumH, weaving a fabric even more gorgeous — work of the 
aatumn day — than the costumes of the dancers of past 
years, recalling, as the shredded blossoms flutter to the 
gronnd, that the House of Savoy has boasted of nineteen 
Margarets in long and glorious annals. 

Whiter than snow, the first petal represents the anstere 
fister of Umbcrto III., and daughter of Amadeua, who 
died on the Island of Cypnis in 1148, during the Crusades. 
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She became a Cistercian nun in 1150. The second d 
veined with the pink of warm youth, as one of the mo^ 
beautiful women of her epoch, the celebrated Marguerite 
of Geneva, reputed to have allowed Thomas of Savof to 
abduct her instead of leaving her to espouse the King: of 
France. Landgravine of Aleacc, mother of the mifortu- 
nate Beatrice, second wife of King Manfred ; Marchess of 
Moaferrato, smitten by the terrible plague described bj 
Boccaccio, and many others to the last silvery petal, the 
star of Italy, the single chrysanthemum, preserves ill 
purity still. 

The bronze Boar does not wear a chaplet of daisies aboot 
his neck, but several flowers float in the brimming baun 
of the old fountain of the market-place. 
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FLORENCE wears her moat stately aspect as a funeral 
city. Through all tlie lapse of ceuturica her citizens 
Iwve revelled in funeral pomp, dignified and sedate in 
detail, without tho garish display of more southern prov- 
iitces, and devoid of the ghastly aspect of the ghostly 
barges gliding over tho lagoons to the Cemetery Island 
kt Venice, 

On a March evening when the lamps of the Shrine 
h*Te Iteen lighted, a cortige passes the window. The 
great banner of tho Misericordia, glittering with metallic 
embroideriPB and fringes, ia home aloft above the black- 
robed brothtTB, with a bier covered with a rich pall and 
crowned nith funeral wreaths in their midst, priests in 
white vestments, and penitents carrying torches. Tho 
event is autliciontly commonplace. A Florentine noble 
has died, and the confraternity of the Misericordia is 
transporting his mortal remains to its chapel for tlic 
night, on (he Piazza of the Duomo, whence he will be 
token for interment to a villa in the Casentino. Ttie black 
banner And the moving crowd obscure the twinkling stars 
of the Tabernacle for a moment, and then pass on, witl) 
candles and torches flaring, aud the rising and falling 
intonation of chanting voices becoming fainter in thu 
distance. A wondering ray from the Bbrine once more 
hlls across the barred ciwcmeut. 
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The inmate of the ohamher obeys a nbim, and lighta ' 
the dark interior. From the central arch of the ceiling 
swings the silver lamp on «Tought chains. A Mahometan 
lamp that once might have been one of the eight hundred 
pendent amid the columns of the mosque of Cordova 
Boon burns in a distant corner, with the Buddhist lamp uf 
a Japanese house opposite, flanked by a battered copper 
cup resembling an inverted Byzantine cupola from a 
Samoyed tent, and which contaitis a thick wax taper. 
Several ancient Egyptian lamps in the form of enamelled 
tulips and lilies gleam on brackets. Wicks are dipped in 
the shallow receptacles of the curious hlagree frame of 
beaten brass, in the semblance of the seven-branched can- 
dlestick of the Morocco Jews, held by a massive hand, 
and attached to the wall, over a fragment of faded brocade. 
The silver lamp, fed with perfumed oils, sheds abroad a 
mild radiance that gradually dominates all feeble or er- 
ratic illumination in the mure remote angles of the apart- 
ment. If many creeds and peoples are represented by the 
different lights, the ray of Christianity is the most pene- 
trating and enduring. 

The antiquarian brought the relic here, and suspended 
it by the chains, his maimer betraying unusual animation. 
He al!irmed that it is an ecclesiastical lamp of great ^ 
and much value of historical interest. It belonged to the 
ancient Church of San Andrea in the Old Market, demol- 
ished to form the new piazza for the equestrian statue of 
Victor Emanuel. The archffiologiat, in the vein of modem 
grumblers, as well as earlier writers, censuring all ruth- 
less destniction of old buildings and shrines, may well 
lament the disappearance of tlie little church mentioned 
as standing in the eighth century, and having attached a 
small convent of nuns, the first established within the 
city walls. A curious custom is reputed to have been 
practised in this sanctuary even during the past cetLtoiy. 
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On the Festa of San Andrea a lamp had a vase of {^Iebs 
attached containing iish, thus indicating that the A|jugtlc 
was a fisherman. These hsh ap|)ertained to the first per- 
son who entered the church, and as this one was invari- 
ably the prior, who opened the door from within, he 
enjoyed a good frittura. 

Has the antiquarian spoken the truth in stating that 
the silver lamp came from the Mcrcato Vecchio ? Did 
(he first Abbess Radbut^ slater of the Bishop Rodingo, 
who died in 852, ever gaze on the pure flame pulsing up 
from the metal cup ? Did the chains sway from a sunken 
arch of a lower ehapel, at an earlier date, or belong to the 
latest period of Barocco restoration ? Did the subdued 
radiance glow on the campanile, the little square tower 
of atone, with three tiers of windows, adorned with 
columns ? Was it quenched in the destructive fire that 
ravaged a large portion of the town in 1804 ? 

" Entretenez ime lampe dans lo sanctuaire. La lampe 
«it le symbole de la religion du cc8ur, qui vit toujours," 
^writes Ernest Re nan. 

The spiritualized faculties easily acquire complete as- 
cendancy at such an hour. Journeys around the quiet 
chamber afford amgilc scope for revery without departing 
from the Street of tho Watermelon, If the use of the firo 
of the altar aa the symbol of Deity marked the advance of 
the races from Persia along the shores of the Mediterra- 
nean, the flicker of the catacomb lamp on the shelf 
yonder, of greenish metal with classical shape of handle 
and apertures for flame, suggests tho vital apurk of a 
buried yet unquenchable creed, and the adjacent Hebrew 
beaked cop])er lamp no less vividly recalls the excommu- 
nication of Spinoza from the religious body in which he 
had been reared. The central flame of the silver lamp 
represents the ever-burning luminary of the Romish faith. 

Gradually the beautiful and graceful emblem absorbs 
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entire attention of contemplation, and by a ewift transitql 
you are in the Church of Santa Croco on a March day, 
listening to a requiem celebrated for the recently deceased 
Florentine citizen, the Marcheso Gino Capponi. 

On the mind of a stranger, just arrived in the Flower 
City, the scene was une to make an indelible impression. 

In the centre of the Pantheon of Florence rose a smiiji- 
tuous catafalque, with gigantic eandlcs burning at tlie 
four corners, and guai-ded by the house-Borvanta of the 
dead nobleman clad in liveries of vivid scarlet These 
lackeys afforded the sole spot of color in the temple. 
The vast assemblage formed a sea of blackness in tlie 
chill, ooIurlesH sanctuary, and the parchment sheets with 
a deep mourning margin, distributed by an usher at the 
entrance, rustled and fluttered in tho fingers of the guests 
like dead leaves. On the left the filagree iron gates of a 
large chapel revealed rank above rank of veiled ladiesi, 
enveloped in cripe draperies. The main altar, decked 
with sable adornments, concealed and muffled, as it were, 
the blended voices of the singers in the choir-stalls of 
the rear. The atmosphere, redolent of incense and hot 
wax, was cold yet stifling, as if such life as remained id 
the silent audience and drooping mourners were under- 
going some subtle process of being extinguished beneatJi a 
lugubrious funeral pall. 

The object of these honors was worthy of all poeufl 
respect and esteem. Nay, more, he was a type of his i 
possessing rare interest even to the stranger from i 
the sea. 

The Marchese Gino Capponi was a patriot in the t 
sense of the term, a man of letters, a lil>era! friend and ' 
patron of arts and science, a religious soul in the faith 
of his fathers, and a thoughtful ob8er\'er of his time, 
who beheld Europe old and decrepit in contrast with those 
two young giants, Russia and America. He was a de- 
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»cendant of the Capponi family, noted in the records of 
the city in 1250 as included in the corporation of the 
fluilds, and having thvir houses in the Fondacci of f^anto 
Spirito beside the Vettori. First noted on the side of 
the people in 1343, there was n Gino Capponi, who was 
the friend and p&rtisiin of Kiniildo degli A1biz7J a^fainst <he 
Ucdici. His son, Ncri, took iiart with great valor in the 
wars against the Vieconti and the Sforza. The son of 
Neri was tlie famons Piero, wJio destroyed the treaty 
before the eyes of the French king, Charles Vill., and 
threatened to ring the bells of Florence with unusual 
vehemence. Girolamo, brother of Piero, founded the line 
whence descended the object of public homage in Santa 
Croce of our day. The Capponi were gm^'aloniere of the 
Republic, and acquired riches in banliing ami mercantile 
pnisuito. Thoy had a huiiso of husineuH ut Lyons, and ini 
utber towns of Fiance, In la'.tO, a Cap|Kini was apixunted 
superintendent of the mint of the Duke of liavaria. An 
nltl roan, the dead for whom the catafalque had been 
raised in the aisle of Santa Croce, and blind for ninny 
rears, dwelling in the spacious, charming palace of tlie 
Via San Sebastiano, with the frcscog bright upon the 
walls of valiant Piero Cap|M)m destroying the trwitj-, and 
of Femiccio at Voltcrra, with the sunny gardens where the 
birds sing blithely. Tlio last words of the dcccaaed nohle- 
nuui might be inserilK-d on the walls of Sautu Croco in 
characters of gold for all succeeding generations to heed: 
"Perhaps had I nut been stricken with blindness 1 should 
bo more discontented with myself for all 1 should have 
accomplished, while as it is, the little that 1 have achievitl 
wrcs nie from remorse." 
n« was bom in 1793, the same rear that Joachim Itoa- 
Ciovanni Mastai, and Pius IX., saw tiie light. His 
pATcnts were the Marquis Pier Roberto, :t man of melan- 
choly temperament, formal manners, scrupulous in all 





obsorvancps of religion, and Tiavine in his heart no 
emotions than loyalty to God, the f.iuailr, &ud bis priuc^^ 
the Granii-dukc of Tuscany, and Maddatena Frescolalti», 
energetic in will and action, lovin|r and bating with eqoj/ 
passiun. The great lady seems to have belonged to tiio 
Florentine type of histoiT, a gallery of portraits wortbr 
of study. These vcrc no pale and pure poetical ideals n( 
feraiuinity, but full of the color and life of their raeeuwi 
time, — Darao Acciajuoli dcfcudiug her home from French 
soldiers, the mother of Cosimo I, pnidently watchinjr tmt 
the tender years of the son of Giovanni dclle Bande Xeri, 
or the wife of Filippo Strozzi striving to finossc on hia 
behalf with her own powerful family, the Medici. 

The French Revolution had followed its course, and the 
General Bonajtarte roee. Tuscany was occupied in 1T99 
by French troops. Tlic Gmud-duke, Pietro Let^Idci, 
who was allied with Austria and Spain, fled. The Ma^ 
ehese Pier Roberto Capponi displayed his devotion by fol- 
lowing his prince into exile. The wife evinced the cooragB 
of the Florentine lady by remaining in Florence to eon- 
front tho ftw. The Palazzo Capponi was occnpied br 
French ofRccrs and Roldicre of whose sojonm the re^t- 
table record remains that they beat the cook, abused the 
servants,' broke the fumitore, ordered and failed to pav. 

In the year 1800 the family BOU|;ht Vienna, and the battle 
of Marengo took place. In manhood Gino Oa])[>oni lieheW 
the last act of the great drama in the/ete at the Tuileriei, 
when he conversed with Napoleon. He made loi^ jaat- 
neys to Sicily and England, where he gave that rcspcctfal 
study to the British govcrmnenf, even to the election hust- 
ings, which was so characteristic of the Italian of the 
period. His friendships with Lord Minto, Lord Lani- 
downe. Earl Russel, the Duchess (rf Devonshire, and l^ 
Morgan endured for life. Ugo Foscolo was then a pictv- 
resque figure of the exile. He travelled in Hollatul ud 
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Germany. At Brussels he made the acquaintance of the 
French painter, David, who had tieen banished from his 
own country as a regicide. Ho visited Waterloo. Ho 
sought memorips of Po|)e Adrian at Utrecht, assured that 
& Flemish pontiff must have proved ridiculous to the 
mocking Romans, after the luxurious and elegant Leo 
X. More interesting was the sojourn of the Florentine 
in Rome in the early portion of the century, when Cha- 
teaubriand was the French minister, and always associated 
irith St John Lateran; the excursions on the desolate 
Campagna, the meditations on the Via Appia and the 
Ponte Nomentano, the lingering to witness a rich sunset 
at Santa Croce in Gerusalcmme, the intimacy with Lamar- 
tine, as secretary of Legation, and Gortachakoff, — all 
these matters may be read in the writings of the blind 
patriot. 

Returned to his proper sphere in the Flower City, he 
waa elected to the Accaderaia della Crusca, and helped to 
found the Antologia. Giusti died in the palace on the 
Via San Scbastiano, and his works were collected with 
religious care. Pietro Colletta, returned from Moravia, 
"W&B pivpn a villa on the Bologna road wherein to write 
bis history of Naples, and illustrious men were to be met 
there, — Forti, Leopardi, Giordani, and Fmllani. That 
vigorous personality, King Victor Emanuel, invariably 
paid a visit to Gino Capponi, when he arrived in Florence, 
The parchment of the funeral ode rustled, and tJic Mass 
"Went on. Did all that vast throng ponder on the earthly 
career of the dead ? Gradually they faded to shadows in 
turn, and you beheld more clearly their surrounding The 
great Church of 8anta Croce rose to its full proportions, 
and dwarfed, overpowered, the human element gathered 
vithin its walls. 

During that glorious period, after the death of Frederick 
I IL, when the commonwealth decided to build a Bargello, 
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Span the river with a bridge of Santa Trinity and 
the first gold florin, it was projected to erect, in majesti 
form, a church for the Frat« Alinori. Arnolfo di Cambio, 
who saw ia a vision the towers, walla, and dome of the 
fair city, must have beheld as well the severe line of 
these archea, the immense height of the roof, the beaotj 
of the apsis and adjacent chapels, tiie great round wintiow 
of colored glass above the entrance, designed by Ghitwni. 
The mighty architect, divining completion in his oBn 
thought, surely grasped the aim of two naves in the shajie 
of a Latin cross, the principal nave cut in three by seven 
arches, the octagonal pilasters, the semicircle of chapels, 
containing precious frescos, and the choir behind the 
main altar, enriched by the ancient family of the Alberti, 
with the inlaid wood-work in foliage and figures wrou^t 
by Mauiio Maiuiucci, called Mimno de' Con. 

The Franciscans were held in veneration by the Repub- 
lic, and many benefits bestowed on the order. They were 
intrusted with the administration of the Hospital of the 
Misericordio, at San Casciano, and the monastery of 
Monticelli. In addition, they kept in a closed chamber 
the custody of the urn used in the election of magistrates. 
A Franciscan dinded with a Dominican the honors ot 
being present at the renewal of the magistrates, and aa- 
cunded the Rioghiera. WaltiT de Brienne, Duke of 
Athens, preferred to be i-eceived as a guest of the convent, 
in 1342, to lodging in the Palazzo Yecchio or the 
Bargello. 

A hush of profound stillness, succeeded by the clang of 
a bell, and the black banner of the Uisericordia began to 
part the ripples of crowd to circulate around the cata- 
falque. The dramatic effect was startling yet impressive. 

Echo awakened in those subterranean chapels which 
form a second church beneath the stupendous edifice. 
Here noble families found sepulchre, and various com- 
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panies established different religious ordera to issue forth 
at Christmaa and Easter with donations for the poor, to 
succor the aick, to celebrate Mass, with the aid of a monk 
of Santa Croce, in the Chapel of the Bargello, and with 
ihe sanction of the Grand-duke Ferdinand I., at leaat 
to visit the most secret dungeons, and often to obtain the 
release of the prisoners. 

Where are they now, — Company of San Francesco del 
Martello, established by devout men, such as the gardener 
who worked in the Frate's garden in 1332, Company of 
the Lauds, Company of Gesu, of Sant' Eligio degli Orcfici, 
nf the Casa del Lorefof The chapels are deserted; dust 
and ashes remain of the banners, standards, and arms. 

Thought escaped from the gloom by the lateral nave on 
the right into the beautiful cloister where the sunshine 
played over the graaa, uid the sculptured marble of tomh 
and column. Lo! the souml of the bell startled the ear 
eren here, and across the portal of the council -chamber 
of tho Tribunal of the Im^uieition from 1254 to 1782 
rested a dark shadow. Pain, terror, and despair must 
haTf passe<l along this corridor, the judged and to be 
' condemned of centuries, O Lord, how long? The cry 
■ was addressed to these stones, more pitiful than the heart 
of man, in this temple, eompletcid after the return from 
exile of worthy Michele di Lando in 1383, by u communal 
prov^ision, as a mirror of civilization and tiie greatness of 
country for all time. 

To the imperishable honor of the (trnnd-dnke IfCOpuld 
I. the Inquisition was abolished, and the inxlrumcals of 
torture destroyed in sight of the rejoicing cltixens. 

Sunshine and shadow play through the arches of the 
ctoistcr. Laughter and jest HS readily succeed sombre 
thoughts and dark deeds. Tlius the memory of the Bar- 
bary apo belonging to a merry -hcarlmi painter, Rosso del 

MM, who dwelt la a house of the Corso dei Tinturi, in 
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1500, will recur to the memory, haunted bj* rack and 
cliiiin. The painter's window overlooked an inner cloister 
connected with the infirmary of the convent and the /or- 
eateria^ together with the garden, which boasted of a 
pergola covered with fine grapes, pride of the monks. 
The ape Btolo the fruit. The gardener complained, 
the dL'predatiuns continued, until the offender was brought 
to trial before the Tribunal of the Eight of the Balia, who I 
gravely condemned the miscreant to wear such a weight \ 
and chain on his leg as should prevent his climbing. 
Full of malice and diabolical intelligence, the ape con- 
trived to gain the root of the gardener's cell, and with his 
irons tear up the tiles, dancing about in ungovernable , 

rage, so that the rain came in on the poor friar. The ^ 

sleepy garden nook, the monks placidly enjoying their -^ 
ripening grapes, the roguish painter peeping down on their -^i 
cloistered paradise, and the sly Barbary ape scaling the ^^ 
wall to occasion a hubbub of indignant protest in the ^»jf 
community, — all tlicse elements belong to the mcniorica .^»sa 
of dark and austere Santa Croce, as flowers spring from .siKua 
mined masonry. 

In the church the sad, weary requiem continued to«r»i*i 
breathe forth sobbing lamentation, deep-toned invocation, ^mn. 
softened cadences of cousolatiou. A pure tenor note«*-Jte 
seemed the soul of Cherubini, beaten down by failure andfc»-*ti 
discouragement, and finally soaring in triumph of recog — "jsg - 
nition to the vault of this very temple. The statues of thes* *i^ 
tombs had a mute aspect of watching, without sharing, the?^ ^^^ 
ceremony of the day. Galileo, knowing all things, now^^'^"' 
had gone forth to eternal contemplation of the heavens. —■^^■ 
Dante and Michelangelo were shrouded in their owi*:^*^ 
memories. In modest nooks the Abbd Lonzi might stilV " 
meditate on the Etruscan language, Ijeopoldo Nobili inter — ''^' 
rogato Nature, like Galileo, Volta, and Franklin, Oiovann iS''^ 
Lami, the encyclopedist, muse on Latin verse, or Count:::^ 



A SILVER LAMP. 



295 



Titiorio Fossombrone, who held the destinies of TiiBcany 
by draining the Val-di-Chiaua, study still the Pontinu 
marslies and the Roman Ounipagiia, while the haughty 
poet, Alfieri, who created the tragic theatre in Italy, bore 
the inipi'ess of life. 

Waa the funeral service solely for the person honored, 
the Marchene Gino Capponi ? Other and similar pn;^oants 
seemed to rise through the pavcmont, and euntcst the 
rights of modem times. 

In 1371, Mcsser Niccolft di Jacopo Albert!, cavalier, 
who had been made a yonfaloniere in 1363, and was es- 
teemed the nuhest Florentine citizen of his time, died, 
and was buried in Santa Croce. He was brought to the 
sanctuary "with much wax and people," on a bed of red 
atufi^ with gold draperies and embroideries. Eight horses 
accompanied the bier, — one carrying the arms of the 
populace, as the deceased was a cavalier of the people; 
another thoao of the Guelph faction, of which party he 
was a captain; two were covered with the armorial in- 
signia of his race; yet another withabanner; still another 
with a helmet, sword, and spurs of gold. These steeds 
were led by grooms in rich attire, with mantles lined with 
rare furs. The corpse was deposited in the church, and a 
sermon preached, the relatives and household being dressed 
in red, and many families iu black. The early historian 
dwells with especial complacency on the number of torches 
burned on this august occasion; seventy-two surrounded 
the bier, and the great arch, as well as the entire church, 
was similarly illuminated. Three thousand florins were 
expended, and five hundred persons wept around the bed. 
The fortune of tlie knight amounted to three hundred and 
forty thousand florins, despite his humility, benevolence 
to the poor, liberality to friends, and loyalty to public 
interests, which won the love of all. 
The death of Messer Francesco Riauccini, in the month 
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of Angust, 1381, was equally memorable of the funeral 
v'lly. He was iiiterred with great honors. Fifty war 
torcliea accompanied him to Santa Croce, two hoi-sps car- 
ryiug standards, a third the helmet, sword, and simrs trf 
gold, a fourth covered with scarlet trappings. The grouma 
wore coatly mantles bordered with fur. All of the monks 
nf (he community came from the altar, bearing torches, 
and escorted the cart^je to the Rinuccini Cbape! of the 
sacristy, where eight servants attired id red velvet held 
draperies of cloth-of-gold over the bier on which reposed 
the cavalier. He was moiu'ned by all as a gentleman 
possessing every virtue. His fortime amounted to one 
hundred and eighty thousand florins. 

The silver lamp burns dim in the silent chamli^r. 
llie hour is late, i 



CHAPTER XVn. 

THE STRANGER COLOJIT. 

A N Italian gentleman of a southern province affirm^ 
-'*■ that Florence is a vast hotel where the German, 
the Russian, the Anglo-Saxon, and even natives from other 
portions of the country are to be met with, but the true 
Florentine verj rarely. 

I. Galileo's disciple. 

"Come up to the old Star Tower this evening, and look 
at the comet," said the Astronomer, pausing in the Street 
of the Watermelon. 

"There is a new comet, then ? " queried the inmate of 
the Florence Window in rcsponac. "What portents of 
good or of dire misfortune does an enlightened world 
forecast from the augury, — Behring's Straits Fishery 
problems; fresh complications of possession of Western 
Africa; renewed friction between France and Germany; 
the Porte and the Shah of Persia in trouble ? " 

The Astronomer smiled. 

"Tlie Traveller ia compiling a volume on comets, in 
popular scientific form. Ask him to-night" 

"Promise to read us your completed poem of Galileo, 
\ then, " 

" My ' Galileo ' will never be perfected ! " 

** Patience ! " 

The Astronomer went ins wav. 
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In the cold n-intcr twilight tlio Tower of Galileo na 
visible on the crest of the hill. The uniform gray toaea 
of walls, tower, and parapet, crowned by the weathcr-cocfc 
of au earlier Lour, which blend so harmoniously with 
surrounding slopes of olives, had acquired a vivid blaet- 
ness of outline, sharp and distinct, as seen with the clear 
horizon beyond, where the crimson firea of sunset W 
faded to an evening sky of greenish-beryl tints peculiar 
to the pure atmosphere of Tuscany and Dmbria. 

The Astronomer lifted his gaze from the city outspread 
at his feet to the Star Tower on the height, inspird bj 
a Bfntiment of contentment. All his life he setmeil l** 
have been toiling upward to gain such a goal. 

He was a tall and slender man of forty-five years of age, 
with aquiline features, blue eyes of an abstracted espres- 
Bion, and that contour of pointed chin reputed to betokw 
obstinacy of character. The only son of an American 
homo, the collegian had turned from society to science, 
imbued with the curiosity of an amateur rather thuj in- 
spired with serious purpose in research. If astronoiafi 
of all sciences, iills the miniJ of inaa with gonorai iiiens oi 
a nature the most foreign to daily and prosaic experience 
this spoiled son of fortune would scarcely have son^t the 
firmament in weariness of this globe, as an atom wbirtii^ 
through illimitable space among countless other stootft 
without the awakening of fervent, youthful hero-worflhiP' 
His hero was Galileo Galilei. He had read every avail- 
able work concerning the great man, from the most erudite 
German researches into the Vatican archives to the moB^ 
modest form of English tract issued by religious societieB. 
He had suffered all phases of anxiety and weakness i" 
imagination, before the Roman Curia, with the zeal « 
warm partisanship. He had rejoiced in the ultimate fniitB 
of a triumphant wisdom. Then he had escaped from tii^ 
petty tliraldora of maternal worldly ambition to visit tlrt 
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places associated with Galileo, following in the footsteps 
of the philosopher with reverence and enthusiasm. 

This later disciple had watched in revery the niove- 
jmetits of Maestro Possenti's famous lamp, suspended from 
jfthe arch of the Pisa Cathedral, while clouds of incense 
Tose from the silver censers of the altar, and the chaiit- 
'Ing voices of the choristers filled nave aud aisle, albeit it 
B not for bira to determine the iaochronisra of the vibra- 
I'tion of the pendulum by means of testing the throbbing of 
litis own pulse at the moment He had lingered in silent 
Padua, and climbed tlie church towers of Venice in com- 
pany with the shadowy host of long dead, venerable sena- 
tors, eager to employ the new telescope of Galileo, spying 
at the ships on the sea, before the inventor thought of 
taming the glass in the direction of the starry heavens. 
Florence and blooming Tuscany had lured him, in turn, 
from freedom of thought in the Venetian States to sustain 
the rage and jealousy of the ancient order of Aristotelian 
philosophy, stirred to the moat stagnant depths by bold 
innovation of esperiment. He also journeyed to Rome 
in a litter, thence returning to the Arno bank by way 
of Siena, henceforth a prisoner of the Inquisition. 

Inspired with profound interest, the modern Astronomer 
knelt in the little Church of San Giorgo because Galileo 
was there permitted to receive the sacrament at Easter. 
Fain would he have trained the vineyards' around the 
villa at Arcetri! Visiting the Torre del Gullo, as a 
tourist, he had resolved, like the Englishman who once 
went to Bruges for a week's sojourn, and remained 
twenty years: "I will dwell here." 

He climbed the road, slowly and with marked deliber- 
ation, from the Roman Gate, the length of the Poggio 
Imperiale to the villa of the Grand-duchess Eleanora, 
and thence along the crest of hill through the suburb of 
Arcetri to the entrance of the old tower. 
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The quick Italian eye, whether of priest in wide black 
hat, groups of soldiers lounging in front of the cavalry 
barracks, or peasant trudging homeward, defined him as 
"one of those who go about contemplating the world," 

A careworn little dog, with a grizzled muzzle, and ao 
expression of anxiety as of taking care of a mediferal 
stronghold, wagged a stump of a tall in greeting. Tlic 
old custodian, type of an age "frosty yet kindly," broa^ht 
his keys to deposit with the tenant, in order that the latter 
might visit the tower, at pleasure, during the night 
Tlie English child smiled a welcome from a narrow case- 
ment above, his fair hair shining like an aureole in con- 
trast with the rough, time-worn masonry. 

The Astronomer entered a door at an angle of the court 
Bis abode consisted of a suite of sjiacious chambers hung 
with heavy stuffs and tapestries, the tiles and cement o( 
the floors concealed by rich Persian rugs, and wood fires 
in terra-cotta stoves tempering the severity of winter 
cold. 

The tenant pushed aside the curtains of one dow after 
another to traverse the rooms, where, in the shadow; 
obscurity of the hour, the light of candles fell here cma 
standard of armor beautifully wrought of steel, or inlvd 
with gold and silver, and there sparkled on the richlj 
blended colors of a majolica plaque, and the polished 
surface of some piece of cinque-cento wood-carving. He 
gained a small chamber at the extremity of the suite 
which he had chosen for his especial sanctum. 

The walls were hung, and the embrasures draped, wiik 
blue damask, and silk shot with varied threads, woven ftt 
Lucca, and folds of the black velvet of Naples, — fabn'cs 
such as Galileo added to the wedding dowry of his sisters 
in his youth. The inlaid table of the alcove held Tol- 
umes of the master, bound in white vellum, and with flu 
Florentine Lily designed in ^ilt on the cover. Conspicn- 
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OUB in the collection were the "Messenger of the Stars," 
and the "Dialoghe delle Nuove Science." On the window 
was suspended a thermometer, with a bulb of quaint de- 
sign, that Galileo might have fashioned. The only sound 
audible was the slow and monotonous ticking of a, very 
ancient clock in the corner, whose swaying pendulum 
might have been first set in motion by Galileo. A small 
loadstone was placed on a bracket. The sole picture of 
this interior was a Saint Francis, by Cigoli, selected not 
as much for the excellence of the work as because the 
painter proved himself a warm friend of Galileo. From 
tJie centre of the vaulted ceiling hmig a bronze lamp 
■which resembled in form that of the Duorao at Pisa. 
Above the door an illuminated scroll of parchment re- 
peated, in golden characters, the famous, if doubtful in 
suthenticity, E pur si muove. 

Fortunate is the man with a hobby I Better still with 
Euripides : — 

"Happy the man whose lut it in to know 

bXhe secrets of tbe earth. Hu tiasEens not 
To work his Mluwa hurt by unjust deeds, 
But with rapt adniiratiou coDtcmpLitea 
Immortal Nature's ageless harmony, 
And how noil when her order came to be ; 
^ Suth spirits have no place for thoughts of shame." 

Soon a party of friends arrived to dine, as was their 
occasional habit, — the English Painter from the apart- 
ment above stairs, the Sculptor, calm and reticent in man- 
ner, the Churchman, dry and ascetic, the Poet, agitated 
and self-conscious, the Musician, full of vivacity and 
movement, and the Traveller, bronzed, wrinkled, with a 
silycry beard and piercing black eyes shaded by heavy 
brows, a modern Marco Polo, whose bravery and energy 
had led him as far as the Arctic Circle and the Desert. 

The Astronomer received these guests at the entrance 
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door, and conducted them to table. A delicate though! 
substanfiiil meal was discussed with del iteration, alter 
which the Poet was urged tw read his latest verses, the 
host having firmly declined to reveal any of his own luca- 
hratione on Galileo. 

The Poet produced a roll of manuscript, and modestly 
requested a critical judgment of a Tuscan idyl which did _ 
not lack a certain felicity of expression, although it might 
he devoid of the grace of a Lorenzo dc' Medici or a Poli>4 
tian, iti similar vein. The author speedily found himself' 
in the position of Tasao in submitting the "Jerusalem 
Delivered" to a council of friends, when Si)erone Speroni S^ 
declared the unity of action altogether defective, Hcipio ^^^ ^ 
Gonzaga pronounced the episode of Erminia as too im — ^^j. 
probable, while Armida and her enchanted garden wen^»— ^ 
too glowing, and Silvio Antoniano wished all love scenes ^^s 
mtlilessly cut out^ Thus the Traveller detected an incor— ^w- r- 
rect version of an Oriental fable, the Churchman diaapczyp- 
proved of a palpably heterodox sentiment, and the Musicia-_^E3ii 
was fastidious as to the rhythmical flow of the measun^ _re 
adopted. 

Tlio host arose and proposed a visit to the tower to ao^ — d- 
mire the comet The little English child, pet of the tab '^ole 
at dessert, slipped after the others, wondering and wak_^e- 
ful, ea^er to see all. 

I Oh, the splendor of the winter night on Galileo's Towea— ^c' 
JThe dome of heaven in the clear Tuscan atmosphere spj^azar- 
kled with a dazzling multitude of stars. On the horiz- -^w 
the comet was visible, growing from a slender golden arrc^r^ir 
to a fiery orb with long filaments of light streaming Jl 
the rear, as the surrounding darkness deepened. Galaxi*» 
of brilliant constellations paved a pathway for this mj-s**- 
rious stranger, as it were; and planets glowed and waa^ 
with pale emerald and ruby fires before the awe-inspiriPf 
messenger of distant spheres. The Traveller leaned w 




the parapet, and Boliloquized on thcae harbingers of woo 
that inspired terror in superstitious minds for so many 
ages. He counted on liia fingers the notable occasions in 
her history of war, famine, and flood, when the Flower 
City had tremided at the advent of one of these golden 
arrows above her range of surrouuding hills. He mused 
on the dread of Charles V. that his own speedy death was 
majestically announced by the dawning of a comet. 

" What is the ideal of the beautiful ? " queried the As- 
tronomer. " Star worlds 'i " 

"No; a stainless soul," protested the Churchman. 

"Sound," suggested the Musician. 

"Color," asserted the Painter. 

"Form," said the Sculptor. 

" Verso, of imperishable eloquence," added the Poet. 

The Traveller shook his head, and was silent. 

The child nibbled a chocolate bonl)on, and the Iteen 
wind blew back his golden hair like the comet's scintil- 
lating traiiL He did not know what his elders were 
talking about, and it sounded to him like rubbish, yet he 
must listen, even if he propped his sleepy e3'elids open 
with his fingers. Later the host found the truant curled 
vp behind a window-curtain, and bore him away to bed in 
bis arms. 

The Traveller departed, enveloped in a loose caftan 
lined with fur, faithful companion of many a long journey 
on alcdges over snowy Norwegian and Swedish wastes. 
He paused a moment to contemplate the sky. 

"Yes, Galileo's st^r worlds," he meditated. "Who 
knows how many travellers are climbing mountains, fath- 
oming glaciers, and tracing rivers to their source on 
yonder planets at this moment Y Nay, they may be writ- 
ing about comets, as well." 

A great door opened on the dark Via dei Bardi, and he 
disappeared. 
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"Tlie ideal of the beautiful," thought the Poet, pausing 
in the arches of the Ponte Vecchio, and gazing down into 
the river, where the reflection of a star trembled in liquid 
depths. He took the roll of manuscript from h\s breast, 
tore the sheets, and tossed the fragments to the stream, 
repeating slowly : — 

" He who dcsccnJs nnhonor'd to the grave, 
Leavci of himself on earth ^uch vestige slight 
Ak smoke ia air, or foum upon the wave.'' 

Tlie old bridge wrapped in shadows and deserted of all 
traffic at this hour, and the river flowing beueath, made 
no response to human longing in the breast of the Poet, 

" What is the ideal of the beautiful ? " thought the 
Musician, humming a strain of his last popular waltz, as 
he paused at the city gate to lijzht a cigarette. A street 
lamp cast a wavering ray on a palace built of huge blocks 
of rough atone, like a fortress, whence issued the gay 
and chirping notes of a mandolin, emanating from the 
porter's den. 

The Musician rapped on the grat«d casement with his 
cano. 

"I have need of thee, Beppo," he called. 

The tinkling of the mandolin ceased; and a youth of 
the true Florentine type emerged, small, wiry, pale, his 
curly hair blown about by the wind, and alike indifferent 
to sleep or cold. 

Together master and pupil sought a church of the 
vicinity, and unlocked a narrow door at an angle of the 
cloister. The Musician drew a coil of wax taper from 
hia pocket, kindled the wick, and led the way to the organ- 
loft. Beppo, alert and cheerful, lighted the clusters of 
candles in the brackets, and vanished to fill the instru- 
ment with the requisite volume of air. 

The Musician seated himself at the organ in the dark 
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and silent church, where the saints of the pictures, tlio 
augels of the frescos, and the Florentine citizens in their 
tombs were hia audience at this hour. A j;igantic Christ, 
austere of mien, with a golden vault of mosaic for hack- 
ground, seemed to gaze down sternly from the tribune on 
puny mortal effort. Did the organist feel some subtle 
influence of these surroundings, aa his lingers wandered 
over the keys ? Prom fragmentary notes, verging on 
dissonance, to a gradually blended cadence of subdued 
harmonies, he sought, groped feverishly and fitfully, until 
he found the clew to bis thoughts, the solution of his 
Hoiil's torment, in the swell of most divine utteraucea. 
The stars, set high in the firmament, with the plume of 
comet sweeping across the zenith, signified to his senses 
sound, in which the order of tones from one C to the next 
above became audible without break or interruption. The 
longing for something better than the present, mingled 
with the innate, primitive fear of something worse, pierced 
by the sweetness of sympathy and consolation, filled the 
church as with the rush of mighty wings. 

The Musician quitted the place abruptly, and climbed 
to a high chamber opening on a loffj/ia of the Piazza 
Santa Maria Novella, where he wrote a fresh composition. 
Purged of the dross of the theatre by the evening hour in 
the old Star Tower, baptized by the kindling inspirations 
of the dark church, did his ear, spiritualized in all power 
of perception, actually hear the harmony of the spheres 1 

"What is the ideal of the beautiful?" the Sculptor 
pondered in the morning, frowning at the mass of clay 
before him, in his studio of the Piazza dell' Indipendenza, 
while graceful shapes were visible around him,^the fan- 
cies of an active brain already taking wing in plaster and 
marble. "Wherein exists perfect beauty save inform?" 
I His fingers grasped the clay. He forgot time and place, 
I hunger and thirst, aa he wrought. His parched lips 
i 20 
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SC6 THE ULT OF THE ARSO. 

repeated, mechanically, with Goethe : " Art Btill 
tnith, take refuge there." 

"When ho cloacd hia cyca, he beheld, as in a vision, | 
form rising from a block of purest Carrara marble. i 
leased by tho magic of hia own chiael, and winging iti| 
way over tho sleeping earth. 

"What ia the ideal of the beautful ? " The Paintef'i 
opened the sash and thus interrogated the tardy dawn. 

Hia rest had been disturbed by haunting imagea, elusive ^ 
and mocking, even as the eketchcB and pictures scattered ,^^ 
about the atelier resembled tho fragments of dreams. _ 

" 'Wherein lies beauty save in color and light ? " 

He took up his palette, manipulating red tlirough^-wrj 
orange, yellow, bluo, green, indigo, and violet H- ^^Be 
sighed hopeleBsly. Ho saw Monte Morello, the adjacent 
81o[m;8, and the valley beyond on an A[)ril aftemooi^ 
with rain-<?loudB and sunset contending for mastery *> o 
sky and rock. 

" The colore of a paint-box are bo muddy and dull in co»^rn- 
parison with tlie pure tints of tlie heavens, tho to[Kiz, snppbi^^ve, 
and ruby, tlie hues witliout a name, the inc&'iible effulgence of 

glory." 

The child lauphcd as he afe his oatmeal porridge. Tr^nnn- 
flitions were without startling shocks to his years, sm.ad 
he had scarcely emerged from the fairyland of 8lumt»«P. 
Later he ran about tho paths to take counsel of <he 
flowers, but the flowers were all dead. He knew the 
scarlet poppies, the daffodils, the hyacinths, and vioI«&! 
that bloomed here in the springtime, when the rosy "/- 
mond blossoms mingle with the soft gray foliage of the 
olives. At length he found a tiny yellow bud of the coif- 
Blip tribe, and carried it to the Astronomer, who wm 
pacing the terrace. "Here is a comet tliat grew in the 
grass," laughed the child. 
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The Astronomer accepted the gift, quoting :- 



iQgelf, vrliereby 



" Flowera are the alj 
Thef write on hills 

On Galileo's Tower, beneath the winter starlight, and 
with the niysteriouB comet visible above the hiils, each 
of Uiese men of diverse mould had grasped for a fleeting 
moment the ideal sought. 



II. THE GOD MARS. 

On the June morning the Arehieologist strolls into the 
Street of tlie Watermelon, greets the Antiriuarian, and 
disappears through the narrow door of the shop, in com- 
pany with the proprietor and the attentive cat. 

The Arebffiologist is a small, dry man, with refined 
features, clear eyes of a mild expression, and a gray Van- 
dyck beard. He is one of those imobtrusive persons who 
pass unnoticed in the crowd. The pedestrian may meet 
half-a-dozen little old men on the Fioi-ence pavement 
daily who closely resemble him, Of Slavic nationality, 
he comes with the winter, and when he once more departs 
northward he reminds one of the migratory birds, — the 
storks and the swallows. He vanishes until autumn frosts 
bring back the swallow en route for more distant shores, 
while his wings bear him no farther than the Amo bank. 

The Archaeologist is the happiest of all the frequenters 
of the Flower City. He is never slighted, bored, envious, 
or disappointed. The Florentine population reveals its 
best traits in his case. Assured of his friendly interest 
and sympathy by long experience, neither sharp-witted 
trickery nor mendicancy ex|>ect much of his slender purse- 
He is not rudely thrust aside or ignored on that account. 

"He is not rich, but he has a good heart," is the popu- 
lar verdict on this foreigner. Florence allows him to have 
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his own way, responds with civility to his modest de- 
mands, respects his varied acquirements, and often dis- 
cusses matters of history or of scientific research with 
him, at length. The Flower City is like Thackeray's 
mirror of society. Frown in a surly fashion, and it will 
readily return the hostile glance; smile, and the glass as 
speedily reflects your own amiability. 

The antecedents of the Archaeologist are known to few. 
One infers that a laborious life in college, library, shop, 
or the inheritance of some tiny legacy, on the borders of 
the Baltic Sea, has enabled him to realize his dreams, 
and seek Italy. He rents a furnished room, narrow and 
chill, in the household of a worthy chemist on one of th 
crooked streets in the rear of the Palazzo Vecchio. H 
rambles about the market-place, partaking of the food o^ 
the citizens, at a very trifling expense, much more fre 
quently than he seeks a restaurant, or hotel table d^hSt 
here tidbits of fish, polenta^ artichoke, and the 
of the squash, dipped in batter, frying to a crisp brow — ==11 
tint in the bubbling oil of the casserole over the charcoc^d al 

brazier, in the door of the cook-shop, tempt him; there tlr *e 

portions of boiled ham, roast beef, Bologna sausage, anc^ ind 
Gorgonzola cheese invite to a more substantial repast; •^ or 
fruit, and all the delicate varieties of bread made t^W)y 
English, Swiss, or Viennese bakers await him. Possib —^1/ 
he accepts these trifles of daily life as possessing a deep-^^^r 
significance than the mere nourishment of the bod-^Hj. 
Thus he has been known to waylay the vender of candi- ^d 
fruit on the Triniti Bridge, and purchase the segmeirri^te 
of sticky pears, or sugared oranges in the brass dish, nr^^^ 
from any fondness for the delicacy, but because he tracr==^^s 
a marked Etruscan origin of speech in the aspirated cry of 
" Caramella," rendered by the cockney Florentine as " Ha«^- 
mella." He has been further known to sit on a wall ^^ 
the country by the hour, with the motive of beguiling ^^ 
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intelligent young conladino to describe to him incidoula 
of the last harvest season, in order to enjoy the pictu- 
resqucness of the language employed, and the felicitous 
tuins of expression of this naive son of the soil, so nearly 
akin to Latin sources in the mind of the listener. He 
invariably pauses to have his penknife sharpened on the 
wheel of the tall old knife-grinder who turns out gignn- 
tic feet in walking, at the angle of the lish footmen in 
"Alice in Wonderland," and whose dDlibcnitc, melodious 
call rings through the streeta with the sweetness of a hell, 
marking an order of things passing away, iu contrast with 
the harah, jerking, and rapid utterance of a rising genera- 
tion of the craft. Ho delights in a certain dexterous 
master of marionettes who exhibits his pnppets in a 
shabby little theatre of a damp street lighted with a row 
of petroleum lamps, musing on the wit of Stentorello, the 
follies of the Neapolitan Polcinello, the pompous atupidi- 
ticB of the Bolognese doctor, while joining in the laughter 
of tlie children and the young soldiers of the audience. 
The shambling boot-black at the corner will wing his way 
on distant errands for the Archasologiat, all for gratitude 
that the latter cured a cough with a mysterious powder 
contained in a folded paper, one severe season, and bo- 
stowed the coat taken from his own back in addition. 

The stranger of the Swallow tribe is a friend of the 
l&iddle-aged priest, a fellow-lodger in the apartment of 
the chemist, and deeply interested in the hardships of the 
Routine of a parish celebrant. Ho is equally a friend of 
the Waldensian pastor from Torre Pellice in tho Cottian 
.A.lps, who dwells on the next floor, and goes to hear him 
preach in a cold hall of the old town of a Sunday evening. 
Be enjoys association with sundry professors, Orienfcil 
scholars, and scientists of noted liberality in all religious 
tenets. For tho rest, ho frequents the libraries, and 
attends the lectures of noted poets, philosophers, and 
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orators. He fulfils Ghiberti's summary: "He who has 
learned all is a stranger to nothing; without fortune, 
without friends, he is a citizen of all towns ; he may dis- 
dain the vicissitudes of destiny." 

Should you, in a moment of frivolous expansion, impart 
to the mild old gentleman some fresh items of the gossip 
ever eddying about an afternoon tea-party, — such as, tiiat 
the Spanish count squandered the half of his bride's 
dowry at play last nighty or the American matron of juve- 
nile charms keeps already mature daughters in a French 
convent school, or the young Roman princess is known..^c=si 
to be dying of tight-lacing, — he ejaculates, sotto voce r^^ .• 
" Dear ! dear ! " 

Do not imagine you are to escape a wholesome if gentl( 
reprimand. In course of time you will receive a prii 



note containing a promised date, searched out in obscure— re 
archives, a Greek inscription translated, the rubbing takcK: -^?n 
from a municipal medal. A line will add : — 

The things which arc much valued in life are empty aa^cr:^id 

rotten and trifling : and people are like little dogs biting oirrj^ ne 

another, and little children quarrelling, crying, and thc^i::^ .en 

straightwa}' laughing. 

Marcus Aureliu -n^xs. 

A second admonition may assume this form : — 

'' I find this line of Sir Matthew Hale's in a portfolio: *TbC ^he 



intellectual faculty is a goodly field, capable of great improv —^-^^Q- 
ment ; and it is the worst husbandry in the world to sow ' ^^ 

with trifles and impertinences.' 



» >» 



Apart from the incidents of routine, and basking i: ^^ 
southern sunshine in sheltered nooks of the Lung' Am*- -^^ 
the Cascine, the garden of the Fortezza, and on the te^s*^^''' 
races below the Piazza Michelangelo, white umbrella ope^^-^ 
blue spectacles on nose, and book in hand, what do«^^^ 
Florence represent to the Arcliaiologist ? He dwells ^^ 
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thought Bnd study in the past. To him this daughter of 
Rome, modi&ed from the military camp o£ the field of 
Uowcrs near the river into a town, was liuilt on the de- 
sign of the Eternal City. He tinds vcatigea of a Coloa- 
fluitm and of hut batha iii the vicinity of Sauta Croce, 
while the market-place was the eapitol, and the Temple of 
Mars the rotunda, now converted into the Baptistery. 
The Archbishop's palace interests him, uot for the antiii- 
uity of the original structure, or from the fact of Florence 
having l)een the seat of a bishop in the third century, but 
because of the uncovering of a Roman mosaic pavement on 
the site in restoring a court He resembles the French 
philanthropist whose gaze waa fised on the remote por- 
tions of the globe. The eye of the ArchtEologiat, accepting 
the present as an agreeable and passing pageant, searches 
ever beneath the crust of the years for records of vanished 
nations. 

He emerges from the shop-door of the Antiquarian on 
the June morning, aa a troop of Lancers pass along the 
narrow Street of the Watermelon, mounted, wearing 
glittering helmets, aud carrying slender spears. He 
glances after the corps, and nods his head as he ap- 
proaches the window. "The god Mars is abroad," is his 
greeting. "Let us sacrifice to the deity, if not the horse 
nod the wolf, at least vultures and magpies. Surely the 
Tlower City may have a little dog-grass left, for our pur- 
pose, from the blood-stained battlcnelds of the Middle 
Ages ! These young Piedmonteae are hia followci-a. 
Florence has alwaya been under his protection. Mars 
vigila! " 

The little old man holds a gift in liis hand which hp 
has just discovered in the shop of the Autiquarian. This 
is a slender column of alabaster, with a base of graduated 
steps, and surmounted by a tiny bionze figure, with hel- 
met^ shield, and lance. 
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He tias a fashion of bestowing presents on his fricDds. 
These usually come at the New Tear, aecumpsuied li.r i 
sprig of vervain, as the sj-mbol of good wishes, and fijs, 
dates, and honey in quaint receptacles. He adheres to 
the earliest [>criod of Roman simplicity in these matters 
and seldom degenerates into the gold ornaments aud I'uim 
suppressed by Tiberius. 

" Pagan that you are at heart, have you forgotta 
this is the 24th of June, and the Festa of San Giuvatmi 
Battista ? " 

The Archieologist chuckles as he adjusts the fragile 
ornament on a light table in the casement. 

"Saint John and the god Mars!" he retorts. "LetUB 
all seek the Baptistery, and admire once more the great 
silver tabic. Who knows when it will be for the lart 
time ? " 

In the calendar of the year this June day was once the 
happiest festival to Florence. Feasting and music marked 
the term of preparations for the ceremony, sumptuous «p- 
parel was inspected, jewels polished, armor and standard! 
made ready for the processions. Nobles of other parta tt 
Tuscany were invited to join in the games and dances «( 
the public squares, and the weeks sped away right merrily. 
On the day i>reccding the/e«(«, at an early hour, all the 
Guilds of the Arts and the shops were decked with silk 
and cloth of gold and silver. The clergy and a body ni 
monks carried the relics of tlie Baptist, marvelli>iisly 
adorned, and were accompanied by fifty secular com)ia- 
nies, triumphant cars filled with musicians, angels and 
saints, in allegorical representation!*. Tlie gonfalonien 
walked two and two, the eldest first, bearing tort^hes in 
their hands, going to make an annual oblation to the 
Baptist. Women, boys, and girls, dressed richly, and 
adorned with gems, went and came until the setting sun, 
— the waves of human life, color, pennants, aud muatc 
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breaTcing against the old Temple of Mure that Arnolfo del 
Cambio dreamed of iiicrusting with new niarMea. 

On the morning of the festa the Piazza Signoria wna 
decorated with flowers, triumphal arches, and one him- 
dred trophies fiigmfyiug the diverse places subject to the 
city. Armed men on horseback, and youths carrying 
lances jjcrvaded the square. Arouud the Riiigkiera of 
\ the PalaKzo Vecchio the standards of the Guilds of the 
Arts were affixed tti the iron rings with draperies of velvet, 
fur, and silk. Maidens danced before the Signory. How 
stately the burgher luxury ! All the standards were car- 
ried later to the Baptistery with a tribute of wax candles. 

The smaller Piazza of St. John was a paradise of 
Bowers, drajieries, and hangings adorned with lilies where 
dancing and singing were prolonged for three days. Tlie 
modern pavilion prepared for royalty does not replace those 
Taat tents of costly fnljries sown with gold stars and the 
embroidered standards of an earlier time. 

No gay crowd haunts the piazza this morning, where 
Peter Martyr once preached. Only a fringe of mcndi- 
canto, venders of rosaries and crosses, and idlers cluster 
about the portal through which a few early worshippers 
come and go. How incomparably magnificent the scene 
in the warm light of the summer morning! Out-of-doors 
tbe sun plays with golden reflections on every projection 
;of Ghiberti's work, warms to rose porphyry columns, 
"baslcB on the marble surface of the temple. Within the 
"** gates of paradise," the vast space of tessellated pave- 
3nent, the dim richness of gilded dome, with the intricate 
-lilending of mosaic pattern along arch and gallery un- 
■*olled, like some gigantic scroll, and the curious tombs 
,nre faintly revealed or capriciously concealed by the light 
«f innumerable tapers. 

In the midst the great silver table of the Baptist, weigh- 
ing three hundred and twenty-five pounds, exhibited here 
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on this one dar of the year, sparkles like a cone of 
design, and with superb effet-t in the pervading gloom. 
The rays of candles flicker over the twelve pictures illus- 
trating the life of the Baptist in relief, the cornices of 
enamel, the pilasters, the statuettes in the niches of eibrlt 
and pi'ophets. In the midst the figure of the saint, one 
braccia in height, and weighing fourteen pounds, designed 
by Michelozzo di Bartolomnieo, shines like a star. 

Two soldiers, w^earing belmeta and holding swords, 
guard a treasure, the Doesale, made to rival that given to 
the Basilica of Constantinople bjr Constantino. 

The Arehieologist gazes about him with mild enjoyment 
of the scene, and puts a sugar pastille in his mouth. 

"The human mind ever recurs to the original starting- 
point by some road," he murmurs. "Augustus melted 
the vatuahlfi gifts he received into golden idola for the 
temples. When this place was tin open rotunda, Mars must 
have been yonder on his pedestal, a warrior mounted on 
his horse, and not in the chariot drawn by the steeds 
Famine and Terror, as he is often depicted. The Cxsar 
naturally ordered a temple, similar to that of Rome, erected 
in the provinces, and Florence was a Roman colony. 
Even Dante called these the people of Mars {popoto it 
Marie)." 

" Your statue of Sfars, removed to the other side of the 
river, fell in the floods of 1333, which destroyed the Ponte 
Vecchio, and was lost." 

" What a pity ! " ho sighs. 

" Constantine, Theodosius, and other Christian emperors 
ordered the rotunda converted into a Christian church. 
The Lombard queens, like Theolinda, were especially 
devoted to the worship of the Baptist." 

Can it be possible that the Arehteologist shruga bi« 
shoulders as he bids us good-morning, and walka away in 
another direction ? • 
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The god Mars stood on the table in the window and 
waa forgotten, as night fell with the Duomo looming in 
Eery splendor of illumination above the adjacent roofs and 
streets, the campanile sparkling and Sashing beyond, and 
the opposite Baptistery wearing a diadem of twinkling 
lamps on Its venerable head. 

An unguarded movement in the easement was succeeded 
by the overturning of the table down the steps. Mars 
rolled on the floor, with the alabaster column Hhattered in 
many fragments, the pedestal dislodged, and the figure 
bereft of shield and spear. " What a pity ! " The 
earlier exclamation of the Archfeologist was echoed. 
''After all, Mars should make way for Christianity." 

III. A BHANTH OF ALMOND BLOSSOMS. 

The Botanist sends a gift to the Street of the Water- 
melon on the cold February morning, consisting of a 
branch of almond blossoms. 

The gracious messenger of the hills possesses a double 
significance: it is a herald of the promise of spring, and 
an invitation to ascend the height of Bellosgnardo at a 
stated hour of the afternoon, and admire the almond-trcc 
in bloom. 

Chilled frames expand aa in an atmosphere of genial 
warmth, and froat-nippod fingers, cruelly distorted with 
chilblains, hasten to place the branch in a Chinese jar 
filled with wat«r. 

A faint glow, like the lining of certain sea-shells, and a 
scarcely perceptible perfume breathing of the freshly 
upturned soil and hedges, permeate the dark interior of 
the chamber. The fragility and delicate hues of all early 
flowers are represented by the slender dark branch cov- 
ered with unfolding buds, and the brave, beaiitifnt instinct 
of faith in the germ iu the advent of spriug. Of all the 
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manifold phases of lovelincas assumed by tbc Flowor CHj, 
the most attractive is Kamishing her green mantle of 
the environs with the soft bloom of fruit-trees, — first, the 
almond, as January yields place to February, then fw 
fluttering snow-white jietals of the pear, succeeded br 
the rosy flush of the peach. 

The branch of almond glorifies the cnsement and tbc 
entire street The almond is Oriental in st-mbolisnL IJ 
ita name signified, in the biblical parlance, the "watcher," 
the "hastcner," at the gat«8 of spring, so it must be ac- 
cepted as typical of the aspirations of the soul, waiting, 
yearning, lon^ng for the harvest-time of perfected flower 
and fruit The shape of the blossom was adopted as the 
pattern of the " cup " for the candles in the golden camlle- 
stick of the Temple at Jerusalem. The Mosaic reconl 
reads thus : — 

" And thou shall make a candlestick of pure gold : and theiv 
shall be six branches going oiil of the aides tliereof : three cups 
made like almond blossoms in one brant-h, a kiiop, and a iowa: 
and three cu]>s made like almond blossoms, a knop, and ■ 
flower." 



The candles burned from sunset to sunrise in the golden 
cups of the almond blossoms. Wliat grandeur of sump- 
tuous religious association for the humble spray in the 
porcelain vase! 

Why should the token recall that a glass of honey, fr»- 
grant, and with a lingering scent of waxy cells in ainiier 
fluid, still stands on the breakfast-table, not because the 
queen is in the kitchen partiking of the delicacy with 
bread, but as bearing a label of the Apiario Ridotii! 
Did these bees ever pay a humming visit to the Botanist, 
and sip the sweet nectar of his plants ? The Apiary is 
situated on the road to Galluzzo, according to the label, 
and the laborious insects may readily call oa a drowBj 




THE 8TRANGEB COLONY. 



317 



summer day, on occasion, as we arc about to do. The 
bees, pollen- 1 a lien in the precious hours, are on businesa 
of grave import, wliilo we of tliu winter noon are the idle 
wasps. Can one of them have been a gigantic grand- 
mother bee, with a phimp body of metallic purple reflec- 
tions, and gauzy black wings, calculated to frighten baby 
elves hiding in the pendent clusters of wiatoria on a ter- 
race of the slope tlie previous season ? 

The chief chai'm of places lies in their association with 
some event in the history of mau. 

Choose a way to the Amo bank when the sun is high, 
cross the Ponte Carraia, and by the Corgo San Frediauo, 
pass out of the Porta San Frcdiano inlo the country. 
Pur-clad folk are abroad, if the resources of the wardrobe 
l>oast of sealskin, boa, or muff, while men of the poorer 
classes, loitering about the gate, wrap old cloaks around 
themselves shiveringly. Tlie wind is piereing and moat 
trcachoroua to human lungs. (Now is the season to offer 
a prayer in the little Church of the Madonna of the 
Coughs, Madotma dfUe Totse, near the portal of Han Gallo. ) 
The encircling hills are marble white with snow; Fiesole 
has a bleak aspect; long belts of tree.t in the valley aro 
leafless and brown aa in Northern lands. 

The Botanist dwells in the shadow of a convent wall, 
sheltered alike from the winds and the turmoil of the t«ftni. 
If the happiest of all men is he who finds the work for 
which he was created, and can do that for the rest of his 
life, the Botanist, in his modest nook, is at peace with all 
the world. 

Following the road past a wayside shrine up the steep 
acclivity of Bcllosguardo, an iron gate, painted green, 
with a small postern door adjacent in the wall, Icada to 
his abode. The postern door is opened cautiously, after a 
preliminary senitiny through the iron-work of the gate, 
by the gardener's wife. She is a tall, spare, bard- 
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jbatured ▼cmiftti, wouriag a bJaolhftAb nma^n ^hafc oa hec 
iMd, possibly beeraw of tibe; IhimieM of her gmj bair. 
She resembles the wooden figure of Koah's wi£e in a tojr 
Azk; and it would. «earoely ooeailonsi»iKriae. if she ap- 
proached the hoose-dooi^ slid bade tibe ▼amiahad panel, 
and bade the speckled and painted animals to ^tmefgam^ 
stiffly in couples, instead of usbaring a^ Tisitw ittio 
presence of tiie tenant. . 

A long^ low Tilla of csream-eoloiPsdatBCKxi iaoea tiie 
and the city below, forming the lowest boilding of a groa] 
ris^K on terracesi ledges of wall^ and. tiba faillnde 
the pine-trees of the summit TbairiUaboastaof jno.p: 
tence of stately elegance, like so many of its aei|^boiBaBi, 
The door is approsdied hj a donUe fl^^ of atone 
Above the arch is anieseutdieonfof fsome exi&oct lamil 
on which a pine-tree is discernible with three stars bela 
On one side is a stable where dwells a sedate pony, ai id 
through an adjoining grated casement flutter forth tl^Ke 
fowls that own Noah's wife as their liege queen. On t ne 
other side of the door of entrance are the rooms tenant ~ -ed 
by the gardener's family. The place has thus a rus 
aspect, half farm and half mansion, which in no 
displeases the Botanist, himself most unobtrusive of occ — ^^' 
pants, who suffers the gardener to cultivate his grapes a:^-— J^^ 
lemons for market, and rare flowers for funerals, w^^^^* 
dings, and baptism fSteSy quite unmolested, in the int^^^'''* 
ests of the proprietor of the property ; the goat and 1*:=^^^ 
kids to frolic on the slope ; and the hens to cluck and qt^^*^* 
the roost at all manner of unseemly hours, such as on^^*? 
Italian fowls would dream of doing, sleeping in silen-^^^ 
through the day, oftentimes, and tumbling out at sunst-^^*^ 
apparently none the worse for herding in-doors in tC^-^® 
dark. Chanticleer, most superb of the birds of Centr"^^' 
Asia, with golden tail held proudly erect, coral-red com^- ^f 
and wings shading from copper, velvet-brown, and 
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Bet to cmerald-green, may first emerge, with the aspect 
of a gentleman about to seek his club for the evening, 
and is followed by a bevy of more or less plebeian wives, 
in dun or drab feathers and topknots, with the odd effect 
of bustling housewives with mob-caps awry, and assumed 
in a hurry. These last, despite their irregular habits, 
yield abimdant eggs to Noah'a wife, which the worthy 
matron sells around the corner of the wall, hidden be- 
neath her apron, mindful of spying and possibly tale- 
bearing eontadini. 

Venerable olive-trees and gnarled figs grow in untram- 
melled luxuriance on the knoll and the hillside. Tbo 
little almond-tree, starred with sprays of pink blossoms, 
rises like a sentinel on the grassy path. 

The Botanist, occupying the upper portions of the villa, 
above the pony and the fowls, retreats to the rear, or 
southern side of the enclosure, at this season of the year, 
where in the half-opcu lojgia of his predilection, rambling 
about the lemon-house and curiously primitive buildings, — 
scarcely more than a shelter from frost, with tiled roof, — 
or seated below the chrome-tinted expanse of wall of the 
boundary terrace, he may be said to live mider glass, like 
the most sensitive plants. Only in the balmy afternoons 
of May, the June twilight, or the late summer night when 
bands of youth from the crowded town feast on water- 
melon, with laughter and song, on the s])ace of public 
greensward near the Church of San Vito below, does he 
' frequent the realm of the almond-tree and the olives in the 
I front portions of the habitation. 

The banquet to which the almond branch summoned you 
is spread, presided over by an urbane host, and served by 
the solemn old Joachim, 

The Botanist is a large, loosely limbed man, addicted 

, to eccentric raiment that floats about him, as he moves, in 

ample folds. If one happens to meet him driving, he is 
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iuvarialily surrounded bj plants tn pots, and if un 
his capacious pockets reveal the tops uf furzy froada 
bundles of dried Hovel's. Occasionally he pauses ia 
Street of the Watermelon, in a mood of excitement, 
ing chanced upon some rare blossom or leaf in an obscare 
comer of the Botanical Garden, which he wishes to paint 
before it fades. He is as careful of his water-color 
sketches as was the Florentine of the past ccnturv, Tom- 
maso Chellini, who at his villa at Scandicci thus mirrored 
plant life with the aid of hia brush. 

Our host's hair is gray, and worn long so that it min- 
gles with an abundant beard; his features are irregular 
and accentuated. The color burns somewhat too vividly 
in his hollow cheek, and the brilliancy is feverish of his 
dark eyes. If asked where bis country lies, he would 
point to the heavens, like Anaxagoras. The French cari- 
caturist who designed the kingly countenance of Iioiiis 
Philippe in a pear would have inevitably portrayed the 
Botanist as one of those long sinewy roots from wbich 
mossy filaments float, a human semblance being readily im- 
parted by the carver's skill. As for Joachim, — servant, 
fost«r-brothec, assistant, — thin, wrinkled, and brown, he 
looks as if he were laid away between the blotting- leaves 
of press or herbarium to dry at times. 

Science is a golden key that opens doors wholly inac- 
cessible to wealth, worldly power, beauty; therefore to lie 
the guest of the Botanist is a true distinction. The branch 
of almond blossoms must have served as the open sesame 
here. 

The sunlit and sun-warmed room is as simple in ap- 
pointment as the manners of the host are unaffected. 
The floor is of red brick tiles, with a thick covering of 
native drugget, or stoja^ spread under the table. The 
meal is composed lar^Iy of elements commended t^ 
Xenophanes on similar occasion : — 
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*' Now the floor is cleanlj' swept ; tUs liaTidg of the giiests 
washed ; tbe eiips bhiny brighlly ou the boaid. Woven wreaths 
and Tragrant myrrli arc tiarricd arouud bv attendants. Wine is 
kcjit in reserve, nnd lioaey in jars, smelling of flowers. Frank- 
iueense breathes forth ita perfiiuies on ihe revellers, and cold 
water, sweet and ptire, waits at their side. Loaves, fresh and 
golden, stand upon the table, which groans with cheese am) 

In the centre of the board a second branch of almond 
blossoms has been placed in a Japanese vase. 

"There will be the fewer green almonds for the chil- 
dren to munch this season," the Butanist sugj^sta slyly, 
aa he accepta a portion from the dish proffered by the 
silent Joachim. "Butter of the cow, cheese of the ewe, 
EUid ricotta of the soat, eh, Joachim ? We know how 
to live up here. Arcadian shepherds that wo are! How- 
goes the Tuscan jingle ? 'January and February hold to 
poultry ; March and April choose kid; May and June eat 
ulad, cabbage^ and mushrooms; July and August roasted 
"■^ons; September and October hare witJi sauces; Novem- 
ber and December good meats always I ' " 

The host does not perplex unlearned visitors by era- 
ploying what is disrespectfully termed the jargon of 
science on his favorit* "phanerogams" and "crypto- 
gams." He has often travelled to the islands of the 
Danube, through Bohemia, Styria, Transylvania, and 
Carinthia, in pursuit of study, accompanied by the faith- 
ful and intelligent Joachim, He is never weary of mak- 
ing excursions to the Falterona, Vernia, Camaldoli, 
Mont Amiafa, and Pictrasanta, He has fotmd the Gh- 
bvlaria humullinia repenf, rare in Tuscany, but which 
flonrisbes in the Pyrenees of France. He has gathered 
valerian on the Island of Gorgona and at the foot of Monte 
di San Giuliano, and creeping vines of certain value in the 
woods of the Island of Elba. At one time he haunta tbe 
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cork groves of the Maremma, and again he rambles like 
some lonely aquatic bird on tlie Lidi of Venice, qaestiun- 
ing tlie lagoons as to their treasures of tangled marine 
weed and sandy roots, or on the shores of Pesaro and 
Rimini, scrutinizing the harvest of the Adriatic waves. 

In the shadow of the convent wall, in the logffia which 
contains chairs and a table, Joachim places coffee and 
tiny glasses, with a flask of greenish-golden Chartrense. 
A desk in the corner holding writing materials and a 
quantity of specimens of double poppies, the globe daisy, 
aconite, bear's ears, tnyrtle berry, a meadow mushroran, 
rosemary. Euphorbia verrucosa, and heliotrope indicate 
that the occupant does not spend all his time here in idle 
revery. Nor are these, partially dissected, the sole evi- 
dence of industry on the spot A fine collection of the 
petrifactioiiB of I'arnia, Viocenza, and Verona is arrangiti 
on shelves on one aide of the enclosure. Specimens of 
spider's silk are outspread on black cloth in a glais 
case, together with a roll of manuscript and several 
volumes of reference as to the chemical analysis and the 
utility of the insect's web. 

"If you sip this, the spirit of the place will take posses- 
sion of you, the very atmosphere pervade all your senses," 
said the Botanist, pouring a few drops of the cordial iato 
the fragile receptacla " I dream here of a vanished coloiij 
of wise and tranquil monks, who once dwelt in the monas- 
tery above. A villa full of the laughter of children, now? 
Yes, but surely the building was conventual, with cloister 
and garden. They must have been Benedictines, mr 
ghostly friends, for they made this liqueur out of pungent 
herbs, mellowed in tlie sunshine. They kept bees, and 
understood the insects. Tlie gardener's wife has a fe* 
hives, and we all dwell in harmony, each respecting the 
rights of the other." 

Silence ensues as the eye roams over the scene, tht 
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lower parapet of tbc garden is bordered with ormuneiited 
potB, painted yellow and coral-red, which arc filled with 
ntarigolda in August. Large urns of majolica, white- 
washed, boi-der the paths, receptacles of the Icmon-trces 
in suminer, when delicate convolvulus, pink and purple, 
bloom about their roots. Beyond is a tunnel of laurel 
leading to arches covered with trained vines and a foun- 
tain of salmon-tinted terra-cotta. A larch-tree sways in 
the wind that does not reach our nook. The straw-plant, 
the immortelle, grows in profusion in the adjacent beds, 
reddish-purple, yellow, exquisite amber, and [tea rly -white. 
The dry cuugli of the Botanist unhappily interrupt* 
rerery. 

"My convent wall always reminds me of the Trans- 
figoration," he muses. "On the summit of the height, 
wonder, glory, and even peace are attained, while in the 
foreground, the city yonder, doubt, turmoil, and clamor 
prevail," 

The little ahnond-treo braves the icy wind of the ter- 
race, and flaunting the rosy harbinger of spring, welcomes 
UB. " For my part, I prefer the mulberry to the almond, " 
the Botanist aSirms, plucking a blossom, and slowly 
shredding apart the petals. '* The mulberry was the device 
of the upstart Ludovico Sforza, you remember, as emble- 
matic of the sudden yielding of flower and fruit together." 

"You care for this almond-tree? " 

"Yes. There are ninety-four varieties of the almond, 
I believe. However, I know little concerning trees- 
Alas 1 lean climb no higher than mosses, lichens, and 
fongi, in my day," 

Is this humility of ignorance real or feigned ? Does 
he delight in Giiethe's theories ? Noali's wife approaches 
him with a brimming goblet of warm goat's milk. Noah 
hovers in the rear, smiling and good-humored. He is a 
stumpy man with a bronzed face^ Ho was born on the 
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property, as was his father before him, and he has knom 
Beveral changes of rulers, yet his cheerfulness as a 
fatalist does not depart from him. 

Glance back at the bend of the road. The Botanist is' 
Tisihle st-Badiu(^ beside the almond-lree, sipping the goat's 
milk, "The day of days, the great day of the fejisl u! 
life, is that in which the inward eye opens to the unity of 
thinjts." 

Who may doubt that the Botanist is a guest at the 
banquet ? 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE GRASSHOPPEK'S FESTIVAL. 

T^HE dismal blackbird has a rival in the window, 
-'■ Gentle reader, did you ever happen to own a 
cage, neatly mude of wire and wood, scarcely two inches 
in height ? Surely a very tiny bird must dwell in such 
n liliputian mansion. Are you familiar with the eonjr 
of the gi'assliopper race ? Tri, tri, tri ! For how many 
venturiea have the boya of Florence heard the little 
Btridulous rasping of wing-cases on vibrating membrane, 
producing the well-known insect chirp, mingling with 
their dreams on the eve of Ascension Day! 

The rival of the blackbird is a black cricket, or ffrilta. 
In outward aspect he ia a scarcely less doleful prisoner 
than the wild bird, as he sits on a morsel of salad-leaf in 
the aecond story of his house, the lettuce couch alone 
ireventing him from falling through into the cellar. On 
Ascension Day in F'lorenee the cricket, called &,yrillo, is 
iptured, put in such a cage, and sold in the streets for 
few pence. Ascension Day signifies here the festival of 
the grasshopper. The lower classes, especially the chil- 
dren, rise at dawn to gain the Cascine, whore the turf ia 
treeh, and the long avenues are clothed with the delicate 
^reen foliage of the Italian springtime. The crowd seeks 
the meadows where the cricket is just bom. Tlie fuu ha*j 
Hot the zest of past years, yet capturing aud pussibly 
tormenting the hapless insects ia a pastime congenial to 
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the boys and young men. When caught, prantcs an 
played with the grillo. Put in the wee cages lor sale, 
games of betting ensue as well, as to which insect will 
jump farthest along the ground, or to the greatest height 
in the air. Carried home to dark houses on narrow 
streets, if the cricket chirps gayly as a prisoner, the visit 
will bring good luck to the domicile. 

How did the usage originate ? When did rotttb begin 
to search for the grasshopper family in the dewy meadows 
on Ascension Day ? The custom seems to have been lost 
in the obscurity of time. Doubtless pagan children en — 
joyed the festival under another name, that of some deitj^. 
of the mythological calendar. Did Fiesole, the Ancieo^-c 
Mother, send her rosy and riotous brood of urchins Aowxm 
to the banks of the Arno and the Mugello in spria^ 
weather of cloud and sunshine, to catch crickets, incarcer- 
ate them in tiny cages, and derive symbolical interprets- 
tion of good or evil for the liousebold out of the song of 
the captive ? The Ancient Mother, as Etruscan, crowned 
with her proper emblem, the crescent moon, and wearing 
on her robes the golden ornament, the Octopus, may not 
have cherished the grasshopper as did the Greeks, as tbe 
stork is always dear to Germany, or the robin to England; 
still the grillo hunt must be associated, in some sort, with 
such anniversaries as the firing of the car of Ceres inllu 
square in front of the Duomo, on the Saturday before 
Easter, if kindled with tho Tire carried from the church 
altar, as possessing a classical signification now material- 
ized or lost. And the religious associations? In a land 
of early Christian art or Renaissance effulgence, when 
stately pictures of the Ascension abound in dim, rid 
museums, and Luca della Robbia groups recur to the nuad 
at the mention of the day, how did tho grasshopper pot 
in a claim to such public recognition, unless as giving 
excuse for a spring holiday ? Fain would he hare 
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notoriety, our poor ffrillo ! Hia lament to this day is 
that of the epigram of the " Anthology " : — 

*' Why, mllilew shepherd, from my dewy npTfty, 
Id my lone haunt, why tear me tbiiu away ! " 

"Follow a fly fiom the cradle to the grave," suggested 
an American bishop of a humorous disposition to the 
writer of these pages, one August day, on the coast of 
Rhode Island. 

Was it for the sad fate of hanging in his cage in the 
Florence Window, on the dark and narrow Street of the 
Watermelon, that the cricket emerged from the egg, was 
wrapped in the pupa of a second sleep, and finally skipped 
forth as a perfect insect to enjoy the day in the grass of 
the Cascine ? The droll little prisoner was bought on the 
market-place, gazing out dolefully hetween the bars of his 
fairy mansion. He looked hot and tired. Oh, how he 
must have longed for the vast grasshopper forests of the 
Oascine meadows! "Shall we take the poor thing back 
to the shrubbery ? " questions the zealous member of the 
Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. 

" He must be kept over one night, at least, to sing for 
good luck, " demurs domestic sni^icrstition, "Besides, on 
Ascension Day the yrillo would only be caught again, and 
pOBflibly undergo the tortures of the Inquisition at the 
hands of a new owner." 

"Horrible! Perhaps he is thirsty, though!" Crumbs 
of sugar were thrust between the wires of the cage, as a 
canary might have been tempted. Then a shower of 
waterdrops were made to trickle down, as if it were rain- 
ing, with the combined aid of a sponge and a tea-spoon, 
in order to refresh the occupant. Prom time to time a 
cherry or a strawberry was offered in kindly fashion, but 
the cricket's appetite proved to be small. The blackbird 
failed to notice the rival, after a preliminary, sharp 
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KloQce of inquiry, as if wondering if the griUo miglit 
not be a plump morsel to eat. 

When the twilight fell and shadows filled the street, the 
embrasure, the chamber within, the cricket moved n 
feeler in the air, nodded a. tiny brown head, and nibbled 
the morsel of k'ttuce. Then the insect uttered a doubt- 
ful chirp, as if expressing thanks for all food received. 
The blackbird hopped on his perch, pecked a seed supper 
vigorously in an B.\ceaB of astonishmi-nt, gave up the 
enigma, and settled into u ba.Il of feathers for the night. 

" JVt, tri, tri .' " chir]«:d the ffriilo, and the crystal clear 
notti penetrated the durkncua of night, receiving rcfliMinso 
from fellow-captives in adjacent courts and gardens. Iii 
tho morning we take the wee cago from tlie nail, and 
swaying it on one fmger by tho ring, seek the Cascine. 
(Hi, the (rarii((ill hi'iuity of lln' spot on a cloudless spring 
morning, just deepening into summer! 

On one side the river flows along in a turbid current; 
on the other the country extends to the range of hills, 
with the near slopes of Mont« Morello clothed in mossy 
green, the towers, castles, and villas scattered along the 
base shining in the clear, early light Yonder are the 
race-course where fashion occasionally gathers, the charm- 
ing enclosure of the lawn-tennis ground, and the circular 
space shielded by the canvas that did not serve to conceal 
the automatic movements, in rehearsal, of the cavaliers 
who rode a tournament on the occasion of ihefite of the 
completed Duomo. 

Beyond are the thick cool hedges, long vistas of avenues 
of lofty and venerable trees full of shadowy mystery, — 
beeches, pine, ilex, dense masses of evergreen, the light 
ripple of poplars against the blue sky. Overhead the 
birds — lark, thrush, or blackbird — hold a carnival of 
matutinal melody, incomparably more lovely than the 
metallic clang of the afternoon military band. In the 
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bird concert, without audii'iice, high notes pierce the leafy 
dome as if taking flight into the ennny air from tiny 
throats, and are auataiued by trills of more subdued war- 
biings below, or drowned in the gushing outburst of many 
rivals, intoxicated by the sweetness of their own song and 
the triumphant joys of living. 

Always suggestive of the Austrian and Lorraine rule of 
the Duchy of Tuscany, the Belvidere and buildings of the 
original Cascine stand silent. Maria Theresa, in person 
blooming, stately, and sagacious, might step forth from a 
mimic temple witli a white dome and columns to com- 
mend hor sou, the excellent Leopold I., for his labors to 
improve the condition of the people and the land, as 
she gave advice to her daughter, Jfarie Antoinette, on 
the throne of France, yet a school-girl in the maternal 
eyes. 

The plane-trees extend to the termination of the park 
on the right hand, distinguishable at a di^^tance by the 
curious whitish bark and the deep shadow cast on the 
road by leaves growing unibrel la-wise. Brought over 
the Ionian Sea to the Island of Diomedes, and thence to 
Sicily and Italy, the ancients may have venerated the 
plane-tree in certain localities, pouring libations of wine 
about the roots; but the modern valetudinarian, reputed 
to dread discovering malaria in the beds of roserf of the 
garden, fears the pollen of the blossoms of the early season 
shed abroad on every breeze in the long avenues by the 
classical stranger. 

Does the Florentine of a middle or a superior class ever 
fish in the Arno ? Surely not with the zeal of the Pari- 
sian, who poraistontly haunts the bridges of the Seine at all 
seasons of the year. A few men and boys may lounge 
on the parapet of the Lung' Amo with a rod, or a listless 
crowd watch the dipping of a net at the weir, or the 
eontadino haunt sandy reaches of shore down to Pisa, 
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nude, and ewinging the meshes of his reticdla over the 
wutvr by a dexterous morement learned of his ancestors, 
holding the cord Ijetween hia teeth; but where is the 
Pliny, meditating lieeide lake or river, previous to dining 
on plump thrushes, wild asparagus cut from beneath the 
vines, with fresh cgps, and the comic actor appearing 
aftnr the dessert ? The Arno, flowing past the Cascine, 
and possibly Florence, lacks this element 

Thf! cricket in the cage has no idea of the good fortune 
in store for him. We have followed the Via Cerretani 
and the Via Punzani to the Piai^za Santa Maria Novella, 
crossed the space, and walked the length of the Via della 
Suala to the Cascine Gate. We stroll through the English 
garden, redolent of flowers, without pausing at the littlo 
ekdlet to take coffee or an ice at one extremity, or the 
pond of the other, overhung wilh trembling ferns, haunt 
of the gold-fish among the lilies below. The central 
avenues soon lead to the realm of meadows. 

The place is deserted, hushed, beautiful, in the early 
freshness of day and season. Equestrians are rare. An 
occasional velocipedist skims past, like a phantom insect 
of grotesque proportions. The babies are not yet abroad 
in poke bonnets and quaint cloaks, babbling all modem 
tongues, in charge of nurses and governesses. Do foreign 
maidens' still haunt the depths of the tliicket« in search of 
clematis and wild flowers, having given a rendezvous to 
their gallant partners of the ball of last night, all in the 
springtime ? 

In tiie tree-tops overhead the birds trill their hymn of 
praise, and the god Priapus, armed with his willow scythe, 
reigns in these sylvan solitudes, undisturbed, as lord of 
the flowers. 

Th^ piazzale gained, we placed the cage on the ground 
beside the hedge and drew up the wire which forms the 
door of the prison. The grillo advanced his head cau- 
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tiouslj, and then hopped off into the grass as fast as his 
legs would carry him. 

" 2W, tri, tri!'^ chirped all the little cricket-people, by 
way of welcome, 

Happy crickets ! Ascension Day was over. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 



ON THE ABNO. 



/^N the Amo! Do not the words recall a famtli 
^-^ KCLiie with the diBtinctncss of an etching ? 

The length of qiiaj curving in the distance tii the cloud 
of foliage of tho Cascine, the Piazza Miuiin midway, with 
the monument of the Venetian patriot in the centre, the 
weir and circular abutment of |)anipet opposite the Hotel 
dc lit Paix, anil (lie l)ronze stiiliie of (Jarilialdi Ilankintr an 
orange-colored building beyond, —all these features be- 
long to one of the world's most renowned thoroughfares. 
Who does not remember, in a much -travel led age, the 
leisurely holiday crowd of the Lung' Amo, ebbing and 
flowing mothers and daughters in their best attire, the 
babies straggling behind, all prepared to gaze at the pass- 
ing carriages and their occupants, the ladies in fresh 
Paris toilettes ? A Florentine throng this, worthy of a 
passing contemplation, renowned for epigram and repar- 
tee, keen-eyed, mocking, ready to detect and laugh at any 
absurdity or weakness, could one but hear and understand 
the winged sarcasm as it passes from lip to lip. It is, 
also, a populace not too trustworthy on such occasions as 
the languidly recurring Carnival, being more prone to hurl 
missiles than flowers. No doubt there is an Arlotto 
Picvano, with a ready jest, in a group of priests taking a 
walk at the sunset hour. No doubt there may be a barber 
Burchiello abroad with his family to-day, ready to keep 
alive a little gayety in a careworn and depressed world by 
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his own trolling Bonga. The old men are abroad to enjuy 
the day. The aged Florentine citizen of the middle class 
is a most intercBting type, a certain refinement tempering 
the shrewdness and intelligence of shrivelled features. 
Behold him on the Amo, Bcrene, amused, and respectable, 
as retired merchant, goldsmith, optician, shoemaker. Re 
ia also a citizen of the world, the old Florentine, and aa- 
toniahed at nothing new, ha\ing seen many pageants. 
On anch occasions the beggars, wrapped in cloaks as 
withered as themselves, have crept out to warm chilled 
blood in the sun on the benches opposite the Carraia 
Bridge. The three blind match-venders, granted a long 
life of misery, stand in tlieir accuatomed places before the 
Corsini Palace. The peasant women from the Abruzzi, 
in their picturesque costume, and with gold ear-rings de- 
pending beside their brown cheeks, form a spot of warm 
color near the weir, — red, green, and yellow, — with their 
pile of blanket^ exposed for sale, wherewith to deck 
draughty doorway of liotel or pension, or to drape tho bleak 
walla of an apartment corridor. These wily sirens knit 
aa they watch for the traveller, to extort a higher price 
for their wares than need be paid for the same article in 
ttie carpet-shops. The flower-vendera circulate beneath 
the balconies of the hotels, with coaxing smiles, equally 
sure of their prey, — -the stranger intoxicated with their 
burden of sweetness and color. 

Who does not remember the night on the Amo ? If 
nmsculine, you took a fresh cigar, and strolled forth 
after the dull talkie d'hSte, instead of seeking theatre or 
opera. The Lung' Arno was silent and deserted, with 
the lighta of the gas lamps rellected in the river, the 
stars and tho moon shining in tho sky. Tho Arno 
glided along swiftly, with sparkling crests of foam 
visible occasionally. — a stream devoid of volume or 
iiteadinesB, descending from the mountain height of the 
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Falterona, traversing the Caaentino amid vineyards and 
olive-trees, aad pressiiig onward freer in course, if you 
■will, because the Libyan Hercules once removed the rock, 
at Si(pia, which formed a marsh. In the shadows of even- 
ing the river has a quiet and pensive beauty of aspect, 
Never could the traveller apply to the famous current 
Dante's scornful epithets, as, " rising meanly among swino 
more fit fur acoma than human food," reaching the "snarl- 
ing curs of Arezzo," thonce flowing to the "abode of 
wolves at Florence," and finally descending to the "foxes 
full of f raud " at Pisa. "The ill-starred ditch" has an 
ap{>earance of innocence and tranquillity beneath the stars. 
In the shades of midnight memories may stir abroad of 
Buonconto da Montefeltro swept down by the overflow of 
the Archiano, after the battle of Campaldino, of the ashea 
of Savonarola cast to the tide from the Ponte Yecchio, of 
the key of the Famine Tower dropped into the wave at 
Pisa by the Archbishop Ruggicri. Possibly a guitar 
twanged farther up the street, and a singer rendered some 
Keapolitan ditty in a heavy bass voice. A sullen splash 
beneath the Ponte Carraia suggested a suicide. The 
Duomo bell boomed out a few hurried strokes on the still 
nigbt. Was it a summons for the Misericordia to seek 
the suicide on the opposite shore f 

If feminine, you assuredly strayed as far as the Piazza 
del Duomo to admire, in a sentimental mood, the marble 
statues and columns, glorified by the moon. 

This is one of the world's thoroughfares, with open 
spaces visible, of sky, mountain, and open country beyond 
the suspension bridge, such as no other street, flanked 
by lofty buildings, churches, and squares, can boast. Not 
less curious and interesting is the throng of sojourners 
to be met on this quay. A tide of strangers traverses this 
pavement each season, and vanishes again. Every sti^^ 
of peevish invalidism, following the advice of Mr. Wortley 
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Montagu; rosy brides, native and foreign; mothers and 
daugbt«r8, chiefly Anglo-Saxon, and with an abstracted 
expression often, as of grasping at shndowa, having missed 
the substance in some fHshion; and whole phalanxes of 
the "glorified spinster," skurrying out of the doorways, 
uf pensionn, always under the pressure of utmost speed 
o( locomotion, — such are elements of the winter day on 
the Amo. Eccentric types abound at all seasons, — the 
old gentleman of parchment visage, who walks fur his 
health, with mechanical precision of gait; the old gentle- 
man, bewiggcd, rouged, attired with juvenile gayety of 
taste, suggestive of a bygone generation of club-man of 
Regent Street or Cheltenham ; the old lady, whether of the 
faded furbelow species of the keepsake album, or fantastic 
and flighty and from the provinces. 

In addition, the great of the earth like to walk on the 
Amo, incognito. A king, travelling in Italy fur the 
benefit of his health, or to change secretly his religion, 
as gossip affirms, occupies yonder hotel balcony. A fallen 
emperor, eager to test all the fresh discoveries of eeicnee, 
is lodged farther on, A slender lady in black, accompa- 
nied by a female companion, may prove to be the Kmpress 
of Austria, or the elderly lady in a plain carriage the 
Queen of England. 

De Stendhal said, "The brain is a magic lantern at 
which one can play for one's own anmsemcnt." 

Bain fell on the umbrella us the Street of the Water- 
melon was left to seek the Arno bank in a time of flood. 
The Lung' Aino gained, the rain ceased, and the unibrulln 
waa closed. Promenaders were abroad to gaze at the 
river, already swollen to a tawny current, brimming from 
bank to bank, pouring through the arches of the bridges 
with a menacing violence of volume, and lioiling in a 
mimic cataract at the weir. To-day tlie bridges hold firm. 
— first, tho Ponte Carraia, which we might christen the 
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Arch of Light, (or tlic countless spectacles of whkli it has 
been the scene; tlien, the Ponte Triniti, the Arch of 
Symmetry, Ammaiiati's best title t« fame in elegance and 
simplicity of design; then the old treasure bridge, most 
precious historical link of all, tottering under the weight 
of shops and gallery; and finally, Ponte alle Graxie, Arch 
of Gratitude, modern, spacious, and without especial 
character since despoiled of the central chapel where was 
once the miraculous Madonna della Grazie^ dear to the 
contadini, and the cells where the nuns dwelt. 

The scene was sombre, — heavy clouds swept low, and 
the olive slopes below tlie Villa Niccolini on the Belloa- 
guardo height were ragged and black. A group of spec- 
tators stood at the weir, their faces overshadowed by 
painful reminiscences, like the sky. 

" See what human skill can achieve," said the Engineer, 
complacently, indicating the hydraulic works of the Arno. 

A Hungarian shook his head. " Fire can be dominated, 
but water is the great destroyer." 

An Italian added, "When will the Po and the Adige 
be taught to wear a bridle by engineering?" 

An American woman added in a low tone, " You 
know little about floods in Europe. The Mississippi 
swallowed our all, five years ago." 

In such weather the scene of the great flood recurs to 
the memory with a peculiar vividness and power. Liter- 
ally translated, the paragraph of Tillani seems discursive 
to the limit of incoherence, yet is thrilling: — 

" In the year of Christ 13.33, in tbe Calends of November, the 
city of Florence, being in great prosperity and in a bnppy and 
good condition, better than she had been since the year 1300. 
thanks to God, as, by the month of Christ, says his Evangelist 
Vigilatc, for you know not the hour of the Judgment of God, 
which was sent on oar city ; nhen at the Ognissanti [All Souls] 
commenced the rain for Florence and all the surrounding coun- 



ON THE AENO. 



337 



try. aDd on llie Alps, and the monntaiDB ; and this continued for 
Tour dajs anil four nights, the rain increasing in an unnsual 
manner, bo that the cataracts of the slcy appeared to have been 
opened; and with this rain continued frequent and fi-ightrul 
thunder and lightning, and the lightning fell eiiffieiently olten. 
Therefore all people lived in great fear, ringing continually the 
l>ells of the city that the water miglit not rise ; and in each 
bouse basins and bciekcts were used, and great cries circulated 
to God for niercy on those in peril, the inmates of the houses 
fleeing from roof to I'oof, making bridges of the buildings ; and 
ihe noise and the tumult were so loud that the sound of the 
thunder was scarcely audible." 

Owing to this nnusual rain, the Arno speedily showed 
those instincts of chafing agitation within customary 
houndaricB ao characteristic of narrow Southern Btreauis. 

The increased volume of water first descended the hills 
-with violence, submerging much of the plain of the 
Casentino, and then completely covering those of Arezzo, 
and the Upper Valdarno. Trees, mills, houses l»nilt on 
the banks, and stores of grain were swept away by the 
ruthless destroyer, human beings and animals perishing 
by the score. Thus the menacing yellow wave, ad^nncing 
in the guise of a most terrible foe on Florence, acquired 
additional force from the tributary stream of the Sieve, 
and all the plain of the Mugello waa speedily flooded. 
At the hour of Vespers, on the 4th of November, the 
wave reached the town, pouring over the whole district of 
Kan Salvi and of Biaamo, to a dejjth above the fields of 
six braccia, and even of eight and ten braecia, then swept 
on with ever-increasing power, penetrating the city the 
more readily by the Porta alia Croce, and tliat of (he 
Renaio, for the dilapidated state of certain sluices belong- 
ing to mills. Villani continues thus: — 

" And in the first sleep of the night, the communal wall 
above the Corso dci Tiiitori was broken in as far oa ibc front of 
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the dormiton- of the Frati Minori f Franciscans] for the 
of one huudi-ed and thirty br&ccin, hv whit^h breach Ihc Ai 
flowed the more easily into the town, and shed such an abun- 
dance of water that, having first beaten in sud mined the quar- 
ters of the Frate Minori, tlic whole city from there to the usual 
channel of the Arno was covered ; generally the stTVcts wen 
invaded and more or less inundated, but most in tbe quarter of 
San Piero Scheraggio, and the gale of San Piero and tbe gal« 
of the Daomo. in such a manner that those who read of it in 
future times will comprehend the end, the information tsken 
being sure and notable." 

That terrible and rcsiBtlc&s yellow wave glided into (he 
Cathedral and the Baptisterj", the water rising np to the 
story above the altar, higher than halfway up the column 
of porpliyry before tbe door of tbe latter temple. In 
Santa Reparata, the foe climbed even to the arch of thf 
ancient vault below the choir, and threw down the column 
with the cross of Saint Zenobius, which is in the piasza. 
In the Palace of the People (Palazzo Vecchio), where the 
priora met, the steps of the entrance were submerged, al- 
iliaugh the adjacent Via Vacchcreccia is deemed about the 
highest spot in Florence. In the Palace of the Comune 
(Bargello), where dwelt the podestd, the tide rose in the 
court six braccia. The main altar of the Badia of Florence 
Buffered an overflow, as well as that of the Prate Jlinori ; 
while in the Church of Or San Michele, and the Old and 
New Markets, tlie depth exceeded two braccia. *■ 

The chronicler of disaster pursues: — ^H 

*' And it rose in the Oltramo, in the streets along the liTet, 
to a great height, and especially in San Niceolo, and in the 
Borgo Pidiglioso, and in the Borgo San Friano, and tbe 
Camaldoli, with great desol.ition for the poor and bumble people 
who inhabit the ground-floors. In ihc piasza it reached as far 
as the streets traversing the limit, and in Via Maggio as tar as 
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San Felice, And on this same Thursday, at the hour of Vca- 
pera, the force and mass of the Arno broke the water-gate of 
Ognissanti, and a large portion of the Comune was flooded, 
and in the rear of the Borgo Man Friano in two parts, for the 
space of more than five hundred braccia ; and the tower of tlie 
guard which waa on tlie top of the wall was nearly beaten down. 
And the said slnice of theOgnissanti being demolished, the Car- 
raia Bridge fell, except two arches on the Bide. And, unable to 
bear the pressure, the Trinitk Bridge crumbled in a similar fash- 
ion, save one pile and one arch on the side of the church ; and 
then the Ponte Vecchio. crowded, or Jammed, by the wreckage 
of the Arno with trees and logs, as well as the strength of ilie 
Arno, which flowed above tlie arches, and the houses and shops 
vhich were on it, and by the weight of the water, was crushed 
and ruiued wholly, so that there remained standing only two piles 
in the middle. And at the Rubacoutc (Ponte alle Grazie), the 
Arno overleaped the arch at the side, and bmke the parapet in 
part, and penetrated other places and broke, and brought to tlie 
ground the palace of the Castle Aitafronte. ami a great portion 
of the houses of the Comune Sopr' Arno from the said castle to 
the Ponte Vecchio. And there fell into the Arno the statue of 
Mars, which was on the column at the foot of the Ponte Vec- 
chio on the other side. And note this of Mars, that the an- 
cients said and left in writing: when the statue of Mars falls 
and perhaps moves, the city of Florence will be in great peril 
and suffer alteration. And Mars fell, and many houses from 
the Ponlfi Vecchio to thcCarmia; and finally the mill-dam along 
the Arno was swept away, and the Borgo San Jacopo, and all 
the streets Lung' Arno, here and there, were ruined. He who 
gazed upon the demolition saw almoRt a chaos; and similar 
damage occurred to many houses badly built in other parts of 
the city. And if during the ni^'Lt tlie communal wall of the 
Frato of Ognissanti had not given away for the dlttance of 
four bnndred and fifty braccia. by which broach the water «»I- 
lected in such abundance that all the city was Hill and erer-in- 
creasing, and assuredly the city would have been in great peril 
had the quantity doubled; but the breaking of the said wall 
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allowed tlie water I'ti the city to return witb violence to the' 
and tUe flood lessened, and in the dty beyond the channel of 
the Aroo on Friday, st the hour of Vespers, leaving the city, 
and all the streets, and the shops, and cellars, — of which there 
are many in Florence, — full of pestilential mud, such as could not 
be removed in six months; and nearly all the wells of Florence 
were fifioiled, and it was necessary to rebuild them by the bed 
fit llie Amo. And succeeding the same deluge near the city to- 
wunl the west, nil the plain of Legnaia and Ogtiauo and of 
tietlimo, of Ormannoro, Campi, Brozzi, Sanmoro, Peretola, 
and Miccioli aa far as Signa, and the country' of Pi-aio was 
covered by tbc Ai-no in abundant quantity, injuring fields and 
vineyards, bearing away maaoniy, and the housea, and mills, 
and many people, and nearly all the cattle ; and then pa.ssed 
Moutcliipo and Caprala, and by the addition of more rivers, 
wliich below Florence flowed into the Aruo, which, every one, 
rose angrily, ruining all tiu;ir linilgcs, Tn a similar manner, 
anil to a larger extent, the Arno covered and destroyed the 
Lower Valdarno, and Pontormo and Empoli and Santa Crooe 
and Castelfranco ; and a great part of the walls of this territory 
were demolished, and all the plain of San Miniato, and of Fnc«c- 
chio, and Montetopoli, and of Marti al Pontadera. And arrived 
at Visa, all was immersed, if not for the ditch Arnonico, and of 
the Boi^o alle Capanne in the marsh ; which marsh made a wide 
and deep channel to the sea, which was not previously there, 
and on the other side of Pisa invaded the Osoli, and mingled 
with the river Serchio ; but with all this, Pisa was flooded, and 
much damage done, and all the plain of the Val di Sei'cbio at 
I'isn was spoiled, but then much land was left unharmed to the 
great ntilit)' of the country. This deluge did infinite injury to 
the city and environs of Florence ; to three hundred persons, 
great and small, which afterward was thought to exceed three 
thousand ; and of cattle a great quantity ; of ruined bridges, 
houses, and mills, in vast numbers, so that there remained not 
a bridge over any river or ditch that was not broken ; in loss 
of merchandise, cloths of wool of the countrj', and of harness, 
and of masonry, and not less of full casks, nearly all destroyed ; 
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and also tbe eeeds of grAin, anil fluur for the bouees, witti the 
loss of all sown, and tlie damugo U> lands and fields; tvLicU 
if Ibe masses of water covered and spoiled, the hilla, and tlic 
stones, descending, tore up, and carried awaj- the good earth." 

In Flon-nce the flood occasioned great fear and admira- 
tion, none doubting that it was the judgment of God for 
ains committed; therefore most citizcoe turned to prayer 
and meditation and penance. On the other hand, tlie 
pbilosopbera and astrologers argued that the disaster was 
merely the course of Nature. The superstitious drew 
unfavorable auguries from a recent eclipse of the sun. 
The momentous event elicited a letter of condolence from 
King Robert of Sicily to the afflicted city, which moved 
the profound gratitude of the commonwealth apparently. 
The missive, too lengthy for quotation, is surely one of the 
most piously edifying documents ever indited by royalty 
for the benefit of a flood-swept town. King Robert clearly 
deduces that when we suffer tribulation from any cause, 
the trials are our correction. He quotes Solomon, Daniel, 
and Saint Augustine in support of his bomily. The 
monarch wrote under his own private seal at Naples. 

The rain began to beat on the umbrella once more; 
the ladies entered their carriages and drove away; the 
children were huddled under shelter. The group of spec- 
tators at tbe weir had departed. The yellow river rolled 
on, and the clouds swept low across tbe zenith. 

On tbe Arno! What a throng of association tbe very 
words evoke, — from the English statesman who wished bis 
remains brought to the Flower City for stately sepulchre, 
wherever he might die, to tbe latest amateur who wields 
brush or ])encil leaning on the parapet, and tbe artist 
whose needle etches a design of a cluster of poplars, a 
campanile, a badia, and a bend of shore !n Ibe dlrcctiun 
of melancholy Pisa, framed in pine-trees. 





dUTTER XX. 



THE WINDOW CLOSED. 



OCMMER and early autumn once more return, and 
*^ Itaiv lias celebrated her fele» of the Assumption of 
August and La Boiina of Sejitembor. 

Lifo flows on in an uueveutful current in the narrow 
street between the Cathedral and the monastery of St 
Mark. 

Time was when the citizens came forth to sit on the 
atone benches, and gossip in the twilight The human 
tongue was the chief medium of communicating the latest 
intelligence, good or evil. Telegraph and telephone did 
not exist. Now the carbom^o, — having stored the latest 
frei^t of timber from the hilU around Perugia, and the 
bags of charcoal from the heights beyond Vallombrosa, for 
the winter, — the antiquarian, and the bookseller each 
read a favorite daily journal. Thirsting for "news as 
fresh aa the coin of the mint," the sheet in the hand of 
the carbonaj'o is the " PHeramosca, " that of the bookseller 
the "Kazione," and the preference of the dealer of bric-a- 
brac the "Tedetta." 

The cats pause on their respective thresholds, glancing 
up and down the thoroughfare. The eccentric English- 
woman, wearing her flowered shawl and big bonnet, ram- 
bles along, pausing to feed each pet animal with a dainty 
morsel taken from her capacious pocket. 

The convent of San Marco, the campanile, the wide 
Piazza Signorla, baak in the hot sunshine. The graceful 
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tower of tlie Palazzo Vccchio still indicates the spot of 
Savonarola's suftcringa. In tlie cool shadow of the 
Church of the Lily, Michelangelo's group of the dead 
Christ held by bis foUowei-s rises in the dim obscurity at 
the back of the choir and beneath the vast space of dome. 

The old Bargello, silent and deserted at this season, 
treasures the Luea dt-Ila Robbia groups singing their 
perpetual byron of praise. 

Girolamo Benivieni, poet and Florentine gentleman, 
)!:azes forth from the picture-frame of the Torrigiani 
Gallery, musing on the theme of his own canticles and 
lauds. The Christ Child stands above the altar of the 
chapel in the Church of San Lorenzo, where the memory 
of the Medici may linger in pomp of funeral rite, but 
whtse dust "nevermore may clog the feet of men." 

The works of the painters arc unchanged, — the head 
of Savonarola in the corridor beyond the cloister garden of 
hia monastery, Saint Augustine on the wall of the Church 
of Ognissanti, the Nativity in the Academy of the Fine 
Arts. Cronaca pervades hia native city in a swift, in- 
tangible fashion. Paint John the Evangelist, in heavy 
bronze draperies of Baccio da Montelupo, guards the sanc- 
tuary of Or San Michele, in company with the other saints 
in their niches. 

The bronze Boar sponts a jet of fresh water from his 
dripping jaws for the thirsty children, beside the arches 
of the Mcrcato Nuovo. 

Justice on her column poises her scales, judging the 
town. We might search in vain for the loffijia beside 
the Church of Santa Maria Soprarno, where Tadda and 
his son worked for eleven years, patiently hewing the por- 
phyry in the five or six separate pieces, to form tlic statue 
which was destined to commemorate Duke Cosinio's vic- 
tories over his enemies, called "the monument of the two 
injustices." 
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THB LILT OP THE ARNO. 



Tho sonson ia the Peaat of the Watermelon. Tlic ruddj- 
h(!art#d fruit ia piled up on the steps of the obuHsk, snd 
vended on atreet cornHrs on little atanda and carts. Now 
in the moment whon the worldly-wise, if aellish, precepti 
of tlio proverb is inculcated in every urchin: "In the time 
of meloHH lend not the knife" 

The bcUfl of the church towers hold full sway over the 
town, markinfj the passing hours. Tlie gray tower of 
Gtililco rises above the olives on one side of the river; 
and Fiesole, the Ancient Mother, watches on her opposite 
craR. 

Twilight falls on the Flower City, and the lamps of 
the street ahrine begin to tremble in the darkness, pro- 
tected by the projecting arah. The mosaic Madonna of 
Andrea Tafi has once more hidden her face within the 
curtains of her window-sash. A giiat of wind might 
readily extinguish the Five Lamps, yet the vital spark of 
flame burns on, ever recalling the reformer and hia 
followers. 

Even now, in the full tide of the nineteenth century, the 
wayfarer may pause in the obscurity of the street and 
question hie own soul: — 

Watchman, what of the night ? 

And the Florence Window ? What ia the casement 
other than the mind open to receive the light of a circum- 
scribed limit of locality, and closed, save memory ? 



INDEX. 



f.l< 



^^ 


^B -I 




Abbdzii, peaKint women of the, 


Artigt, an American, 63-82. ^H 


333. 


Aslronomer. American, in Florence. ^^H 




2QT-307. ^^M 


mia delle Belle Artij, 24^:214. 


Auriaiia, Jean, 144. ^^M 


207.843. 


^^H 


Accono, Taddeo, 146. 




AitrUni. 267. 


B*ccio. Bandiicslli. 248, 2fl7. ^^M 


Alberti, LeoBalilaU, 271. 


Bacdo d'Agnolo, 174, 26ti. ^^^| 


Albeni, Niccolii di Jncopo, 296. 






233, 248-2G1. 253. ^H 


Alderoiti, 145. 


Daglioni, tlie noble ItaUan family. ^^M 


AJexinder VI., Pope (Borgia}. 105. 


^^M 


ISO. 




Alexis. Sfliot, fflia. 


Bnndinelli, 180. 216. ^H 


All Sainu (U|{iiisi)anti|, feiUral of. 


Bat<l"tery. (See Cbiuchei. Bat- ^^M 


236. 


^^H 


AU Sonlg, feitival of, 123-126, 2313. 


Barbara von Cllty, 21. ^^M 


Almond blouoms. 31&-;il0. 


Barberia. the, Iti8'llt9. ^^M 


American Churth, 88. 


Bflrga (Burghe). 61-62, ^^M 




Barsello, the. 161, 212-225, 291, 203, ^^M 




SSb. 343. ^^M 


AmraUto. 287. 


Barn&bag. Saint. 70-80 ^^M 


Andren del Cssiagno, IM-ldr,. 


UaroDui, the, nuble Ftorentin« fam- ^^^| 


Andrea del .Snrto. ^, ITS. 1U6, 2&a 


ily. ^H 


Andrea dl Piero Femicci. 272. 


Bo.tiniani, modem Florentine icutp ^H 


AnnunaiaW, lulian order, 10. 


^^M 






ence. 05 %. 136-187. 13U. 




Apario, Kidalfo.3IS. 


Bellongnardo. 45. 105. 317- ^^1 




Bells. Florentine. 32. 33, 34. 45. 48. ^^H 


Aretinn, Leotiardn. 144. 


68. 1*1-83. ^^H 


Anict. the rher, B7. ;i31»-330. 332^1. 


BelU of ilie adJMent country. 09, ^^^| 


Amolfo di Cambio. 128, 172-173. 


108.112.126. ^^H 


Arle dr'lle Lsnil. 46. 


Benedetto da Miuaoo, S3, 180, SSa. ^^M 


Arte delle SeU, sru of tlie, 21. 


250. ^^M 



^F t^^lHH 


^^^^^f I^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^H 


348 INDEX. ^^ 




Buffiilm-cco. 24, 2B-30. 172. ^H 




Buflklo race. mediKTal. 50-82. 1 


S0d.20«. 209, 231.245,343. 


Baonarotii, Lodorico, 1S4. 


Benoaw, GokoH. 27. 






Baonlalenli, Bemanto, 20, 176, S6i 


Benvenuti, 203. 


270. 


BerKiKone. 25. 








Beriholdi, 20% 


] 


BiBDclii, Gio».nni, 63. 


Cxcc].toiriDjk. 19. ^^M 


Bicui. Lorenzo di, 221. 


Ca!cio. Italian game, 17. ^^H 


BigaUo, tlie. 175. 


Calendrino, 21-25, 146. ^^H 


Blackbird, gift of a. 82. 85-66. 


Calimala, device <if the. 20. ^H 




Cambio. Amolfo del, 17B. 291, 3IS | 


281.343. 


Campanile, the, 7. 33. M-37. 41, 44, 


Botoli Gardeni, 287, 271. 




Bottac-cio. 8, 29. 100, «». 


72. 


Bolojirnn, Savonarola at, 133. 


Campnnile of Sanu Cwce. 6S. 


Bonn ot Savor, 281. 


C>in>y>anile of St. Mark'a. »l ; iu 


■■Bona™ ot the Vaoitiea," 208^210, 


bell*. 01-92. 


230, 240, 247. 


Caparra, NiccoK), 202. 


Borgia, Cesare, 166. lEtT. 


Capponi. Gioo, (MMehew) aS»4»1, 




2M-296 


Borgo, San Lorenzo, 203, 


Capponi. Girolamo, 288. 


Borgo, San Sepulcro, 184. 


Capponi. Nrri, 280. 


BorgOKnitBanli. 286. 


Capponi. Piero, 32, 156, 189. 


BoianiL'sl Garden, 267. 


Cameaeoclii. Piero. 26& 


BotsDitt, the, ai6, 318-324. 


Carrara Mountaini, 08. 104, 188. 


Botticelli, Sandro, 14, 168, 170. 1B6, 




237-240.244,246,247 


Caadne, tbe, B7. 98, M. 828, a». SSOt 




332 




C«er.tino. tl.e. 45, 07-98, 90, 108. 


Brancacci Chapel. 90. 


116,266.286, 334, 837. 




Ciierina de' Iticci. 166. 


334, 335-336. 


Catlierine. Saint. 120. 


Pome alls Grade, 51, 126. 19Q. 


Cat*, Florentine. 0-11. 68-67, 74-75. 


3S0. 


210. 223, 237. 241-342, 269-860, 


Ponle Santa Trinitb. 267, 281, 


277. 842. 


2S2, 308, 386. 


Cauldnm, Society of the, S6l 1 




Ceeco, an lulian I107. 83-91. 


bridite ), 07, »9. 


Cellini, B«-nrenuto, 23. 22S. 2H, W^ J 


Ponle Vewhio. 1P2, 2.M. 336. 


267. ^^^1 


Briennu, Walter de, 214, 217. 224, 


Cenni, Coiinro, 46. ^^^H 


292. 




Browning, Elizabeth Barrett, 235 


Crrlom. the. 26. ^^^1 


1 Bruneltenclu, Filippo, 173, 174, 208, 


Chapel of tl.o Prince.. 64-«6, «T. ^^^ 


k 217, 220. 


Chnrlei of Anjou. 20- 1 


1 Bruno, 21). 


Cliarlet V. the Emperor. 34, MtT. 




Chianti Bine, 1(1. J 



Clirisl-child, iUtue, 203-204, 208- 

210. 
Cliumhei: Battlsterio (B&piisterf ), 
Ig. 20. 311,813-314. 
Daomo (Cnthedral of Santa Ma- 
ria del Fiore). 7. 45-46, 85, 91, 
90, 160, 106, 172, 175. 17S»-l8a, 
205, 20T, 245, 246. 348, 2o5, 
2M, 272, 338, 342, 343. 
La BadiH, 109. 

OgTti> 



206.248, 



Or Snn Micliele, 7, 61 

251, 338, 343. 
San Ambrogin, 25G. 
San Felice, 77. 



843. 

Sao Mami, 3.1, 207. 

San Mininln, 33, i)7. 08, 255. 

8*0 Niccoli), 42-lS, 163-164. 

Sanin Croce, 33, 173, 205, 215, 
2B8, 280, 201. 

Santa Lucia, 33. 

Santn MatU del Cannlne, 8S, 
77, 86, 87-88, 89, 205, 238, 230. 

Santa Marin dell a Tusae, 3 IT. 

Santa Marin NoTclla, 38, 76. 
177, 184-186, 206. 208, 215, 
218-320, 236, 248. 

Sanu Maria N'liDva, 233. 

Siintn Maria Sopramn, 343. 

!>BDla Keparaia, 173,338. 

SanU Trinilii. 2ti2. 

Santi A(Hiilotl, 71, 

SantiBiima Annuniiata, HI. 

Santo Spiriiii, 33, 70, 70, 77-60. 
215. 266. 
Cimabue. 14, 24. 194, 106. 23a 
Clroolo, Artialico (arliits' club), 24. 
('lement VH, (Medici). 206, 270, 273 
Clob d( the Trimel. 174-175. 
Cotonna, Ascanio, 27t, 
Colonna, Vitlorin, 188, 100. 305. 
Companiet, medieval, religioiu, and 

cbariUbte, 2e2-2US. 
CoiiTent of San Marcu, lOt, 226, $48. 
Codnl, Bilrio, 189. 



!X. 349 

Credi, Lorenzo di, 168, 170, 201, 232, 

244-217, 24«. 
Crickuc, gilt of a, 326-328; liia te- 

Itase. 330-331. 
Cronaca. U (Simone del PoUajnolo). 

168-170, 186, 246, 254-268. 
Cjpresl-Irees, Il!l-122. 



Daxi 



k.Sai 



■.IB. 



Unniella, Flusuli, ua 

Dante, 47. 48. 40. 66. 190, 104. 282, 

David, Uichelanfcela'a, 14, 126, 

Decameron, (lie, £13. 

Delia Kobbia, ilie Umiiy, 168, 170, 

219. 
Delia Robbia, Atnbrogiu. 22B. 
Delln llobbia. Andrea. 222-223. 
DelU Kobbia, Girotanxi, 223. 
Delia Kubliia, Luta. 61. 182, 310, 

220-222; 237. 250. 253. 
Delia Robbia, Marni. 228. 
D.'llu Robbia. Paolo. 223. 
Delia Kobbia wars, 217, 221-222, 

220. 249, 274. 
Deaiderio da Settignano, 203-204, 

210, 23D. 
Dealrcli. Rmnnuel, qunted, 324-325. 
Dinrio della Maeliabeccliinoa, 45. 
Domenica da Venezio, 196. 
Dnminican monkt, 2n2. 
Donatello. 22, 24. 172, 203, 216. 217, 

218. 220, 234. 
Donnto, Simone dl Cor«o, 48. 
Duccio. 63. 



Eastck in Florence, 21 1-213, 234. 
Ivleanora dcgli Aibini. 209. 
Eleaniira ut Toledo, 180, 266-267. 
Elena tbe lace-render. 70-63. 
Epivuru*. quoted. 100. 
Krba Tornabuoni (tobanto). 263. 
ErcoUno. Saint. 34. 
Esuutclienn*. Florentine, 8. 
EugeniUB IV.. Fope, 13». 

FikBKitKo, ORirritK da. 844. 
FarinaUdc-KliUberti, 146. 
Feo, Beluui. SM. 205, S06. 




Fenlinand H^ 217. 

Frmra, birthplace of SaToniroia, 

181-1 »2. 
FetTUtci, Fr«nc«»co {Cecco del 

T»dd«l. 263. 
Fefln ol llie AuampCion. 107, 116- 

119, 34^. 
Fe*tfl □[ Saint Anait, 50. 
Feita of Ssn Loretiai. 56-68. 
Fesla of Sao Homulo, 101-102, 103. 
Fibonacci, Leonanlo, \4b. 
Ficino, Mareilio, 1^ 146. 
Fieiole. 45, KT, 98; " th« andent 

mothpr," too, 104. 107, 826, B44; 

uihedral of, ItJl, 106 i ilravr-oork 

of, 104. 314. 
Flood of Hie Amo. 337~S41. 
Flr)renc«, " llie Iculher age" in, IS- 

19; "the age at wool," 19. •JO; 

" Llie age of tilk," 20-22. 
Florenltne lypw : the yegetabte- 

wller, 3, 30, 234 i the carbmajo 

(uller 6t imiii und coaI}. S-l. 

2S4-235: the dealer In old hnoks. 
4-6; (he anliqunmn, 6, 261-201, 
282-28)t. 2SS-2B7 : llie «i|;nora, SS; 
the inlimHii, 3(M0; teller of iriais 
arotil, 56-56 ; flawer-tetler. 69, 
211; Ince-render, 70-75, 81-82; 
Cewo. 8.3-87, 00 ; newlr-made 
ciliien, B2-P.3 : ro«ladi«e. 124-126; 
venders nl the Nul Fair, 128-120 ; 
jeweller and his apprenlice, 102- 
1<)3; rniileren, 202; the arehK- 
nlofti>t. 307-314 ; [he bouniiI,815- 
S24; bepirar*. 8«S. 

Flower-market, 278-280, 

Foico I'oriinnri. 17. 

Forateria at Vallomhro»a. now an 
hoiel. 110; iiiinmBlPE", 112-111. 

Fra Angelieo, 14, 136, 137, 138. 220. 
243. 

Fnv Anirelieo di Breicia. 148. 

Fni BnrtolnmmeQ 

I'orra), 1-17. l(te, 170, 186, 196, 
227-2.14, 238. 245, 247. 250. 

Fni Benedetlo (Bettucbio), 154-156, 
186. 

Fra Eaibicliio, 139. 



Fr« Filippo Uppi, 27, 23S, 2211, 9 
Fra F»olino, 233. 
Fraocavilla, PiKtra, 281. 
Franceieo da Siena, 27Z 
Francis of Auiii, Sniot, 119. 
Frniiciacan monks. 292. 
FreEi'ubaldi, MadJaleiia, 290. 

G*Di>i, AoKOMi, 215, 216. 
Gnddi, Taddeo, 46. 
Gaftitn, (^oipo, 270. 
Galileo. 298-299. 300. 901. 
Qalilen'a Tower, 302. 306, 807. 
Galea : Porta alia Croc«, S37. 

Forta al l*raIo, 128. 

Porta Romana, 128, 203. 

Porta San FreJIano. laS. 

Porta 6an Gallo, 127, I2S, 1». 
Genauono. Fra Marianno. 147, l&S. 
Ghiherii, Lorenzo, 7. 22, 66, 182, 217, 



i.lST, 



Ghirland^jo, PomcDico, 

185, IBO, 237. 
Ghirtandnjo, Ridolfo, 246. 
Gihbons. Grinlinft, 224. 
Giotto, 18, 22, 23, 24, M-45, 176, 

228, 
Giovanni da Udine, 186. 
Gioranni delle Comiuole, 929. 
Ginnanni Gualberto, Saint, lOS-lflO^ 

no, I2l, 122.268. 
Giuliano di San Gallo. S56. 
GoremeH, the German. 112-114. 
GrilUde It I'Ania. 128. 
R III do of Areixo. 24. 
GuOd of Woolmervhanta, 2, 76, 00, 

173, 176, 

rVArezio. Fm, 146, 



Jom. 1R0, 3 
H(>«|)ital of San F.sidia. 221. 

Kospila] nf San Mat ten. 93, 
Honrntnl of Santa Haria : 



1 

,160 ' 




^ ^H 


^^^^^^^^^^SS^^^^^^K^^^S^^^M ^^^^^^^^^H 


INDEX. Sol ^^M 


Imcefdiarisii, meiiiffiva!, 79, 


MsUlcstB. Sleismund, 220. ^^M 


Inioncnii. the, 15. 




InixHxnl VIII., Pope. ly.. 2f.ii, 


rian, 100. ^H 


Inquisitinn, Ibe, SEI-^. 


Malipiero, Pusqualc, 166. ^^1 


]iiurai>.63. 


MangHlli, Filippo, peasant philogn- ^^H 




^m 


Joni. of Bologn.. 96, 106, 21(1, 217. 


Margaret ofAustria. 200. ^^M 


208, 274, 2B1.2tS2. 


Margheriu. CUterdan nun, 283-284. ^H 


.luliOB II., Popi-, 188. 190. 


Margherira. LnndgrnTlne, 284. ^^H 


Jallm HI., Pope, ^11. 


Mar^lierite. Marchesa, 384. ^H 


Jnitice. lUtue of, 202, 263-264, 2G9. 


Mnrgheritn of Geneva, 284. ^^1 


27*-a7{i. 


Mnrglieritn, Queen of Italy, 40, 2S2- ^^M 




Maria Maddslcna of Austria, oifc ^^| 


2SJ--287, 


of Cosimo II., 63. ^H 


Lamps, the Fire, iliriiie of (Tabenia- 


Maris Theresa, Empress of Ger- ^H 


colo delle Cinque Umpade), 2S- 


manr. 329. ^H 


81, 163, mi. 


Marie Antoinellc. Qneen ot France. ^^ 


LudiDO, CriBtofiira. 146. 


320. 


Lando. Miohele di. 293. 


Mnriotti. Andrea, 6.^ 


£«Mfi' Spirituali of Lorenzo de' Me- 


Mar8,sUtueot, 812,818,814. 


dici. 206. 


Marsh. Hon. George P.. American ^^ 


I^ X.. Pope (Mediuj). 130-140. 


minister at Florence, 108. ^^1 


UnnaHo dn VircL, H, 23, 73, 00, 


Martelli. Camilla, 260. ^^M 


188, 1U7, 201, 244, 256. 


Maniffl, Fra SalreBiro, I6D, 162. ^^H 




Maiaccio, 00. ^^H 


Leopanli, 201. 


Maso di Barlolontini, 321. ^^M 


Leopold L, 267, 829. 
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Giulinnu (U53-l'17e), 1S3. 26C. 

GiultkTio (1479- IMS). UiS6. 

(iiulio IUTe-1534), Tope Ctem 
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rnler, 168 ; refaies dignilin offered ^^^| 


RUrin. Cardinal. 197, 


by the Pope, 169; wane of hia ^^H 


Ricatoli. noble Florentine family, 


power. 160 ; hit downfall, ISl ; ^H 


16-17. 
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